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CHAPTER I. 

It waa a winter's afternoon, cold and bright, and the large 
nursery window of Danesbury House lo )ked out on an ex- 
tensive and beautiful prospect. Sea el at it, occupied in 
repairing some fine lace, was a smart young woman of 
twenty, an upper maid, sensible and sharp-looking, with 
quick, dark eyes, and a healthy colour. 

" There's the baby, Glisson," she suddenly exclaimed, aa 
a child's cry was heard from the adjoining room. 

GUsson, the person she addressed, was a woman of middle 
age, active and slender, the valued nurse in the Danesbury 
family. She was sitting in a low rocking chair, right in 
front of the fire, nodding at intervals. She half opened her 
eyes, and turned them on Jessy, with a somewhat dull or 
stupid expression. 

" Did you speak ? " she asked. 

" The baby, Glisson. Don't you hear him ? " 

GUsson rose, and stepping into the night-nursery, brought 
forth little William Danesbury, a lovely child of nine months 
old. His cheeks were flushed to a crimson damask, his 
pretty mouth was like a rosebud, and his eyes were large 
and dark and brilliant. She sat down with him on the low 
chair : he seemed somewhat factious, as infants will be, on 
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awaking from sleep, and Glisson laid him flat upon her knee 
and rocked the chair backwards and forwards. 

" The idea of your trying to hush the child off to sleep 
again 1" exclaimed Jessy. "Fm sure he has slept long 
enough — all the time we were at dinner 1 " 

" Mind your own business," cried Glisson. 

Jessy was one who rather liked to have the last word. 
**He wants amusing, nurse; he doesn't want more sleep: 
and I daresay he is hungry." 

Glisson made no reply. She had closed her eyes, perhaps 
with a view to finish her own doze, and was gently keeping 
the chair on the rock. The child, soothed to quiet, lay still. 
Jessy paused in her work, turned her head sideways, and 
kept her eyes fixed for the full space of a minute on Mrs, 
Glisson. 

Presently a fit of coughing took the baby. The nurse 
put him to sit up, and patted his back, but he coughed 
violently. He had had a bad cough for more than a week 
past, but it was getting better. Glisson rose and looked on 
the mantd-piece for his cough mixture. 8he could not 
see it. 

"What have you done with the baby's medicine?" she 
exclaimed to Jessy. 

" I have not done anything with it," was the reply. " I 
have not touched it." 

" You must have touched it, or else it would be here," 
sharply retorted Mrs. Glisson. 

" I tell you I have not," answered Jessy. "Where did 
you put it when you had used it last?" 

" Where should I put it but in its place on the mantel- 
piece I I gave him some last night when I undressed him, 
and I put the bottle back. Somebody has been here, med 
dling," continued the nurse in an angry tone; "but I'll find 
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ont who it was. 1*11 let the house know that nobody 
shall come into my nnrsery with impunity. Perhaps it's 
carried into mistress's room." 

She flung off, not in the best of tempers, the child cough- 
ing in her arms. 

"Have you found it?" enquired Jessy, when she re- 
tamed. 

" Found it? of course I have," replied the nurse. " There 
shall be a stir about this ; how dare anybody come and can^ 
off my nursery things? It was in Mrs. Danesbury's closet, 
put amongst the spirits of camphor, and the magnesia, and 
the other bottles. They thought to play me a trick, I sup- 
pose, for they have been clearing the direction off : maybe 
they'll get one played to them, in a way they won't like, 
before the day's out. It's that impudent Sarah I • She said, 
at dinner, she'd be up to pranks, now mistress was away." 

Mrs. Glisson poured out a tea-spoonful of the mixture, 
and gave it to the child. Jessy, meanwhile, was thinking 
how very improbable it was that any servant, even Sarah, 
the careless and frolicsome under -housemaid, should pre- 
sume to meddle with anything belonging to the nurse and 
baby. All in a moment — she could not tell how or why — 
a doubt flashed over her. Could Mrs. Glisson have over- 
looked the bottle? Letting her work fall, she started up, 
and with one bound cleared the space between the win- 
dow and the mantel-piece. Sure enough, there was the 
missing bottle, pushed out of sight behind a child's toy. 

" Oh, nurse, what have you done ? " she uttered. ** Here's 
the baby's medicine behind Miss Isabel's doll's house! What 
have you given to him?" 

The nurse looked confounded, and turned her gaze from 
the bottle in Jessy's hand to the bottle in her own. They 
were precisely similar in shape and size, small round bottle&^ 
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each about half full, with what, to appearance, might be 
taken for the same mixture. Jessy snatched the strange 
bottle from her, uncorked it and smelt it. She turned 
deadly pale. 

" Mrs. Glisson, as true as that you are alive, you havp 
killed the baby 1 This is the laudanum." 

" You are a fool for saying it," shrieked out Glisson, in 
her terror. " It can't be the laudanum bottle 1 "■ 

J essy knew that it was ; she recognised it as that whicTi 
was kept in Mrs. Danesbury's private closet. She laid hur 
two hands upon the woman's shoulders, and hissed forth 
strange words, in her grief and excitement. " You are not 
yourself y and you know it : you are not in a state clearly to 
distinguish one bottle from another." 

There v;as not a moment to be lost. She left tne woman 
to her own reflections, to the two bottles, and the child, and 
tore down the stairs. In the hall she encountered a man- 
servant, and Jessy laid hold of him, and dragged him towards 
the front door. The man thought she was wild. 

The baby's dying, Ralph. Fly for Mr. PraU: don't Lt 
him lose an instant." 

Ralph, after a prolonged stare of bewilderment, started ofiF, 
down the steps. Jessy followed him, and vas running in a 
different direction, when a thought struck her, and she called 
again to the man. 

" Tell him what it is, Ralph ; it may save time. The baby 
has had a dose of laudanum given him, in mistake for hi&. 
cough-mixture." 

To the right, at a distance of nearly a quarter of a mile^ 
rose the large and extensive buildings, known by the name 
of the Danesbury Works. Jessy gained the spot, flew 
through the outer grounds, the passages, and into the pi i- 
vate room of her master. Mr. Danesbi^ry, a tall man 
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commanding presence, with nobly intelligent features and 
earnest blue eyes, now some years past thirty, was standing 
by his fire, engaged with two gentlemen. To see one of his 
handmaids burst upon them in that unceremonious fashion 
astonished him considerably : he thought her wild, as Ralph 
had done. 

** Oh sir," she panted, " there has been a sad accident at 
home. Mrs. Glisson has made a mistake, and given the 
baby the wrong medicine." 

" Wrong medicine?" uttered Mr. Danesbury. 

" She missed his cough-mixture, sir, and she found it, as 
she thought, in my mistress's closet, and she gave him a tea- 
gpoonful. It was not his mixture, but the laudanum." 

Mr. Danesbury, with a word of apology to the gentlemen, 
hastened from the room. You should have sent for Mr. 
Pratt, Jessy," he next said. 

" I have sir, I did not lose time, Kalph is gone for him." 

It was a deplorable accident, and it had happened at an 
unusually unfavourable moment, for Mrs. Danesbury was 
away from home. She had left Eastborough with her two 
eldest children the previous day, to pay a visit to London. 

Eastborough was forthwith up in arms. To see one of the 
servants from Danesbury House come along, without his hat, 
at the pace of a steam-engine, dart into Mr. Pratt's, and to 
see the two, for happily the surgeon was at home, go steam- 
ing back again, caused uaheard of consternation. * People 
came out of their houses to wonder, and ask each other 
what had occurred, and the news soon spread to them from 
ihe works; for there Jessy's en-and had been learnt by the 
operatives ; little William Danesbury had been poisoned. 

Nothing but emetics could have any counteracting effect 
upon so young a child, and those Mr. Pratt tried ; but whether 
they would save him, could not yet be proved. Mr Danes- 



6 



DA'.^ESBUBY HOUSE. 



bury, the first shock over, began to reflect that it might bo 
better to send for his wife ; who, whatever should be the issue, 
would be the more satisfied to be at home, than away. He 
determined to despatch Thomas Harding, one of his most 
esteemed and faithful foremen, who had been in the works 
many years. Jessy," said Mr. Danesbury to the girl, " go 
back to the factory and tell your uncle to prepare for an im- 
mediate journey to London. After he is ready, he must 
come here to receive my instructions." 

As Jessy went into the factory to do her mastei^s bidding, 
she was assailed on all sides. Was the child dead ? Could 
it be brought round ? How did it happen? But she would 
not answer one enquiry, until she had delivered the message 
to Mr. Harding, and when she did explain, it was very brief. 
A mistake of the nurse's in taking up the wrong bottle, she 
said, and Mr. Pratt could give no opinion yet, one way or 
the other. 

In those days, railroads were not common, and the quickest 
way of general travelling was by posting. A chaise was 
ordered from the Ram, and was soon at Danesbury House. 
Mr. Harding, equipped for the journey, was already there, 
had taken his orders from his master, and was now standing 
on the steps outside, talking with Jessy in an under tone. 
As the chaise rattled up, and turned round, he got inside, and 
just at that moment Mr. Danesbury came out again. 

"Mind, Harding, how you break it to Mrs. Danesbury. 
Be as cautious as possible. Mr. Pratt does think there may 
be a 'little hope, tell her." 

" I'll do it in the best way that ever I can, sir," he 
answered, the tears rising to his eyes with earnestness of 
feeling. 

The chaise drove back at a swift pace, down the hill and 
through the small town, to the intense delight of the inhabi- 
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tantSy ever rejoicing in excitement, who flocked to their doors 
and windows to gaze after it as it rolled past, and at Thomas 
Harding seated bolt upright in it. They would have guessed 
his errand, had its object not transpired. 

Mr. Danesbury had turned into the house again, but Jessy 
stood and watched the chaise down the hill ; through the 
town she lost sight of it, but speedily saw it again, ascend- 
ing the opposite hill, for Eastborough, a very small town, 
deserving little more than the name of village, was situated 
in a valley. Jessy was the daughter of a farmer who had a 
large family. She had received a good plain education, was 
well-mannered and well-conducted, and her friends had not 
thought it beneath them to accept a place for her as maid at 
Mrs. Danesbury's, to wait upon and walk out with the two 
eldest children : Jessy had, at first, somewhat rebelled at it, 
not having thought she should be "sent out to service.*' 
Thomas Harding's wife was her father's sister. 

Whilst that chaise was nearing the end of its forty mile 
journey, a merry party had assembled round a well-lighted 
dinner table in a handsome house in Bedford Kow, the metro- 
politan locality where so many men of the law congregate. 
Mr. and Mrs. Serle were its owners, and sat at either end. 
By the side of the former, who was an eminent solicitor, sat 
Mrs. Danesbury, an elegant woman of thirty years, with 
beautifully refined features and dark eyes, thoughtful and 
expressive. Opposite to her in a drab silk gown, sat Miss 
St. George, who was the sister of Mrs. Serle, and lived there 
because she had no other home. Next to Mrs. Serle was a 
young man, Walter St. George ; he was in Mr. Serle's office, 
and had been invited to dinner to meet Mrs. Danesbury ; and 
the middle of the table was occupied by four children, two 
little Series and Arthur and Isabel Danesbury. Mrs. Danes- 
bury was first cousin to Walter St. George, and both of 



i 



DANE8BURY HOUSE. 



t\em were more distantly related to Mrs. Serle and het 
sister. The children's dining at this late hour was unusual ; 
but they had been out with the ladies, sio^ht-seeing, and had 
lost their own dinner in the middle of the day. Of course 
they enjoyed amazingly the dining by candle-light. 

" But, sir," suddenly cried Arthur Danesbury, leaning 
forward that he might see Mr. St. Oeorge, " you have not 
told me about the tower. Do you often go to it?" 

" Well ; no, I don't," smiled Mr. St. G«orge. " But I will 
take you." 

Mrs. Danesbury laughed. " Arthur has a book at home, 
describing the glories and wonders of the tower in days gone 
by," she said ; " lions, giants, dwarfs, soldiers in armour, and 
scaffolds. He cannot separate those marvels from the present 
tower, by any process of reasoning whatever : so I fear dis* 
appointment will be in store for him when he shall visit it." 

Mr. St. George could scarcely take his eyes from the boy, 
who was still bending forward, so remarkably intelligent did 
he think his countenance. Fair, with a broad, white, intel- 
lectual forehead, his features gave promise of the same high 
order of beauty that distinguished his father's, and he pos- 
sessed the same large, clear, earnest blue eyes. He was in 
his eighth year, his sister two years younger. A servant 
placed a glass of porter by his side, and recalled him to his 
dinner. 

" Oh, water for me, if you please," said the child. 
" Water, sir?" 

" Yes," replied Arthur, " and for my sister also. We 
always drink water." 

There was no water on the side-board ; it was a beverage 
not frequently called for at Mr. Serle's, and one of the ser- 
vants had to go down stairs for some. Matthew and Char- 
lotte Serle had each their small silver mug of porter. 
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" Tour children are not going to drink water?" exclaimed 
Mrs. Serle, when she saw the water placed for them. " This 
cannot hurt them, Mrs. I>anesbury ; it is only porter, not 
stout." 

" Thank you," replied Mrs. Danesbury, " they nerer take 
anything but water." 

You don't know what's good for them, I see," interposed 
Mr. Serle. But the subject dropped. 

To be resumed, however, at dessert. In pouring out the 
port wine, Mr. Serle filled four glasses three parts full, and 
passed them to the children. 

" Oh ! I beg your pardon for not speaking sooner," inter- 
rupted Mrs. Danesbury ; " I did not observe. Arthur and 
Isabel do not take it." 

" Not take wine 1 and not take beer!" uttered Mr. Serle; 
" why, do you intend to- make little hermits of them ? I 
can assure you, these children, when they are indulged by 
dining with us, and on Suudays, look for their glasses of 
wine, filled * up to the pretty,' as eagerly as we look for ours." 

** I never heard of such a thing as punishing children in 
that way," cried Miss St. George. 

"It is no punishment," was Mrs. Danesbury's reply. 
" They are not accustomed to it, and therefore do not wish 
for it." 

"All moonshine!" laughed Mr. Serle. "Drink it up, 
children." 

" No ; I must repeat that I prefer they should not," re- 
turned Mrs. Danesbury. 

Her manner and tone, though perfectly courteous and 
lady-like, were unmistakably decisive, and no more was 
said. The little Series drank their wine, and when the 
children had eaten some pears and oranges, they were all 
despatched to the nursery to play. 
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" How can you force those nice children of yonrs to drink 
water?" began Mrs. Serle, turning to her guest. "Do you 
do it upon principle ? as people say." 

" I do it because I beheve it to be good for them," was 
Mrs. Danesbury's answer. 

" But you cannot possibly think that the small portion of 
beer and wine which our children have just taken, can have 
done them any harm ?" 

" Whether it has done them harm, I cannot say ; but 
I will say that water would have done them more good, even 
for their health's sake." 

" Even for their health's sake ! " repeated Mrs. Serle. " I 
scarcely follow you. There is nothing else that could be 
benefited by it." 

" Yes," said Mrs. Danesbury, " their taste. We should 
be very cautious what tastes we impart to, or cultivate in a 
child. A child cannot dislike water naturally; it is its 
natural beverage, as, rely upon it, it was intended to be 
the natural beverage of man. A child should never be al- 
lowed to drink anything else (except at those seasons, tea 
and breakfast, when milk is substituted) ; whether at dinner, 
or when thirsty, let it have its appointed drink — water. 
Confine a child's drink to water, and he will obey the law of 
nature, and grow up, loving the water. I believe that it is 
of the utmost importance that he should be allowed to do so." 

" I don't see why." 

" As soon as a child can sit down to table and eat dinner, 
how many parents give that child beer to drink with it I 
Take your own children, for example ; have you accustomed 
them to diink water?" 

"No," was Mrs. Serle's reply; "but then, London water 
is such wretched stuff. Since the children could sit at table, 
they have always had a little sup of beer." 
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"Just 80," returned Mrs. Danesbury; "you debar your 
children from tasting water, and in a few years* time they 
will have lost their relish for it — ^if they have not done 
80 already. You impart to them a taste (a forced, acquired 
taste, mind I) for stronger beverage, and indulge the taste 
until they learn to love it ; naturally, after that, water ap- 
pears insipid. Once let a child lose his liking for water, 
through disuse, through accustoming him to drink an arti- 
ficial beverage, and you will rarely find him regain it in after 
life. Many grown persons will say, * I cannot bear water ; 
I could not drink it 1 ' " 

" I could not," interrupted Mr. St. Greorge. ** I never did 
drink it, and I am sure I could not begin now." 

Mrs. Danesbury smiled ; for she saw they all could have 
joined in his words, and it illustrated her theory. " Just so, 
Walter," she remarked: "you were not allowed to drink 
water when your tastes, for good or for ill, were being formed. 
As our tastes are trained in childhood, so will our after 
likings be." 

" Then, it is not that you think so ill of beer and wine, as 
that you wish your children to grow up fond of water," 
observed Mr. Serle. 

" That is chiefly it : they must grow up fond of one or of 
the other. My objection to children's taking beer or wine 
would be less strong, could I make sure that they would 
always partake of them in strict moderation : but who can 
wiswer for the future ? I think," continued Mrs. Danesbury, 
smiling upon them pleasantly, but with deprecation, " though 
you must not take offence at my saying it, that when parents 
do not oblige their children to drink water as their common 
beverage, they are guilty of a positive sin." 

"Oh! Mrs. Danesbury 1" 

"A sin against the child : and perhaps," she added, in a 
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lowei* tone, " against God, who has sent him into the wdrld 
to be trained to morality and goodness." 

There was a pause. It was Mr. Serle who broke it. " Are 
these your own sentiments chiefly, Mrs. Danesbury, or your 
husband's." 

" They are mine. I believe my husband thinks with me, 
but his hands and head are so full of business that he gives 
but httle heed to what he would call domestic points. jEe 
has entire confidence in my management." 

" Well ; it is hard upon the children." 

" Hard upon the children I how can you take up so mis- 
taken an idea ? It is quite the contrary. Had I said to my 
children at dinner, just now, take which you like best, beer 
or water, they would have chosen the water. W ater, I Bay, 
assimilates itself naturally with a child's palate : beer does 
not. Give a glass of beer to my children, who have never 
had any, and they would find it salt, bitter ; disagreeable as 
a dose of medicine." 

" But, Mrs. Danesbury, if you keep your children — let us 
say the boy — ^to water, so long as you have control over him, 
you cannot expect that he will confine himself to water, when 
he becomes a man." 

" I do not know that," she answered : " I trust to be able 
to implant in him other wholesome training, besides that of 
drinking water ; I mean, touching his own responsibility of 
action. But, whether he shall confine himself to water or 
not, I shall have the comforting consciousness of knowing 
that I have done my duty by him, in bringing him up to like 
it. When Matthew and Arthur, your boy and mine, shall 
stend side by side in after years, the one loving water, the 
other despising it, the one regardless of stimulants, the other 
craving for them, what will have made the difference, but the 
Oi)posite mode in which they were reared ? You do what yoa 
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can to eradicate the natural liking for water implanted in the 
child, I do all I can to foster it. Believe me, Mr. Serle, we 
should all do well to bring up our children to drink water." 

" Madam," interrupted a servant, entering the room and 
addressing Mrs. Danesbury, " there's a gentleman below, . 
asking to see you." 

" A gentleman 1 " repeated Mrs. Danesbury in surprise, who 
had no friends in London, and thought the man must be mis- 
taken. " For me 1 Are you sure ?" 

" He asked for Mrs. Danesbury. He has a plaid shawl 
round his neck, madam, and a white top coat on. He said 
he came from Eastborough, and his name was Harding — 
Thomas Harding." 

The words seemed to electrify Mrs. Danesbury, and she 
turned pale as death, as she started from her seat. " What 
can be the matter?" she uttered. "Something must be 
amiss with my husband or my child I " 

She quitted the room, and hurried to the one where 
Thomas Harding had been shown. He stood in the middle, 
of it, his hat in his hand. Mr. and Mrs. Serle caught a 
glimpse of a most respectable looking man, with grey hair 
and an honest countenance. 

Tell me the worst at once," breathed M^a. Danesbury. 
" Something is amiss with Mr. Danesbury I He has not, 
been caught in the machinery ? " she gasped, the dreadful 
thought occurring to her. 

"Dear lady, pray don't alarm yourself: it's nothiug so 
bad as that. Mr. Danesbury is quite well^ and it was he 
sent me to you. Little Master William is poorly, and he 
thought you might like to know it." 

Mrs. Danesbury sunk on a chair, inexpressibly relieved. 

Sit down, Mr. Harding," she said : >yhat is the matter 
wiihhim?" 
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" Well, ma'am, it may sound awkward to yoti, in telling, 
but Mr. Pratt had little doubt he*d be all right," replied 
Thomas Harding, improving upon the hint given him by- 
Mr. Danesbury, "and that was the last thing the master 
charged me to say to you, Mrs. Grlisson lost his cough 
mixture, and she found it, as she thought, and gave him 
some, but it turned out to be a bottle containing some 
tincture of opium. Mr. Pratt was there directly with his 
emetics, but the master bade me come up here and tell you, 
ma'am, thinking you might like to go home." 

Mrs. Danesbury sat quite still for a minute, her hands 
pressed upon her chest. The news surprised and perplexed 
her — apart from the shock and grief : but she had no time 
to spare for superfluous questions. " How did you come?" 
she enquired. 

" I posted up, ma*am, in one of the chaises from the Bam. 
It is at the door." 

" Order fresh horses to it instantly," she said, leading the 
way from the room. Mr. and Mrs. Serle were standing 
outside, not liking to intrude, and scarcely daring to enquire 
what had happened. She burst into tears as she gave them 
the news. 

" Going down at once I " uttered Mr. Serle. " But how 
are you going?" 

" Mr. Harding posted up. There is no difliculty.'* 

She had been walking up the stairs as she replied, too 
anxious to lose a moment. When her things w^re on, she 
went to say fan w . 11 to her children, who, it had been hastily 
decided, should remain for the present. The ready tetri 
rose to Arthur's great blue eyes. 

"Why do you leave us here, mamma? won't be n ee 
when you are gone. When shall yon come back?" 

" The beginning of the week, I hope, ArUiur* My dar- 
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Kng," she added in his ear, as she held his face to hers, " Mr. 
and Mrs. Serle may press you to take heer and wine, hut 
you will rememher that I wish you not to do so. And tell 
Isabel what I say. Touch neither,** 

Arthur gave his head a very decided shake. His mother's 
word was law with him. "I will he sure to remember, 
mamma." 

She kissed him twenty times; she kissed Isabel, breathing 
a blessing on them both: she bade farewell to the rest. The 
two children ran down to shake hands with Thomas Hard- 
ing, who was in the dining room with Mr. Serle, swallowing 
some hasty refreshment. The chaise, with its fresh horses, 
drove to the door, and Mrs. Danesbury entered it, scarcely 
giving time for the step to be lowered. Thomas Harding 
prepared to mount to the seat in front; the dicky, as it was 
called in those days. 

" No, no, Mr. Harding," interposed Mrs. Danesbury, " you 
must not sit there this cold night. Come inside." 

"Ma*am," he answered, in his resTiectful, modest way, 
hesitating to obey, " I feel that I shouiti be intruding." 

"Not at all. Step in." 

And the chaise whirled from the door, and speedily left 
London behind it. 



CHAPTER n. . 

Mrs. DANESBtyiiT naturally felt impatient for particulars, 
and pressed Thomas Harding to relate them, as they sped 
on their way. He was enabled to do so, having had them 
detailed over to him at length, by Jessy. Mrs. Danesbury 
listened to the end, but she was not satisfied. 
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** I cannot comprehend it," she remarkecL " The tincture 
of opium has been in the closet in my bedroom undisturbed 
since the night it was first brought into the house. I had 
the toothache badly, and sent to the chemist's, for some. 
Sarah went for it ; and, knowing I was in pain, she brought 
it away without giving time to label it. I placed it in ray 
closet, and how it is possible for Glisson to have gone thither 
for it, and taken it, believing it was the baby's cough mix- 
ture, which she kept in her oWn nursery, I cannot conceive. 
It is an understood thing in the house, that nobody interferes 
with what may be in that closet but myself, I should not 
be so much surprised had it been one of the other servants ; 
but for Glisson to go to the closet, and to commit such an 
error, is incomprehensible. It is as though she had acted in 
her sleep." 

Thomas Harding was silent. He was debating a question 
with himself. Ought he to impart to Mrs. Danesbury a 
rumour which had come to his ears? 

" A faithful, cautious, tried old servant like Glisson I " 
repeated Mrs. Danesbury. " Does it not strike you as being 
very extraordinary, Mr. Harding." 

"Ma'am," he said, with straightforward simplicity, "I 
am thinking whether I ought not to tell you something which 
Jessy mentioned to my wife."- 

" If it is anything that can bear upon this case, you cer- 
tainly must inform me," replied Mrs. Panesbury. 

" It was the Sunday Jessy had leave to drink tea with us,'* 
he resumed. " My wife got asking her whether she should 
be able to reconcile herself to service, and how she liked her 
place : and in talking of her various duties^ she said that 
Glisson that Glisson " 

" Go on" interposed Mrs. Danesbury, wonderirg at hia 
hesiti^tlon. 
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Thomas Harding leaned towards Mrs. Danesbury, and 
continued in a whisper, " That Grlisson drank." 

" That she what ? '* uttered Mrs. Danesbury. 

** Ma'am, that Glisson drank. Took sometimes more than 
was good for her." 

" That Glisson drank I " repeated Mrs. Danesbury, in the 
very extreme of surprise. " Impossible. What could Jessy 
have meant by saying so." 

" My w-'fe said it was impossible, and took Jessy to task 
for traducing Mrs. Glisson. But Jessy persisted that it was 
BO — ^that she does drink, and is often stupid through it." 

Mrs. Danesbury was silent, utterly confounded. 

" Nearly every night she has one big tumbler of hot gin- 
and- water, sometimes more ; besides drinking plenty of ale 
at supper, too much, in fact ; Mrs. Glisson being allowed the 
strong ale at that meal, while most of the other servants 
take beer." 

Mrs. Glisson is older than most of them," interrupted 
Mrs. Danesbury. "And when Mr. Danesbury suggested 
that Glisson might drink ale with her supper, if she pre- 
ferred it to table-beer, neither he nor I imagined she would 
take an unseemly quantity. It is incredible I " 

" I fear it is true," returned Thomas Hardmg. " Jessy is 
a clear-sighted, keen girl, and is not likely to be deceived. 
She has seen Glisson with a black bottle to her lips in the 
day-time, and believed it contained gin. In speaking of t'lis 
misfortune to-day, she told me Glisson was * stupid' again, 
and it was in consequence of seeing she was so, that put it 
into her head the cough-mixture might really be on the 
mantle-piece, overlooked by Mrs. Glisson. Jessy says she 
^ reproached her with it, in the fright of the discovery." 

" Butt were it true that Glisson takes gin, how can it have 
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escaped my detection?" urged Mrs. Danesbtuy. "The 
smell would betray her*" 

"Jessy thinks that it is not very often she takes it in the 
day-time, and you don't Me her, ma'am, after she has had it at 
night. But she has got a trick of sucking things. Some- 
times it will be a bit of camphor, sometimes a peppermint- 
drop : Jessy says she always knows what the nurse haft- 
been supping, when she sees her put one of these things 
into her mouth ; and of course they take off the smell of any 
tiling else." 

Mrs. Danesbury remembered to have smelt peppermint 
and camphor when the nurse had been talking ; and she also 
remembered that Glisson had occasionally seemed stupid^ 
bewildered— and she had wondered ; but she had never sus- 
pected the cause now hinted at. " I wish Jessy had said 
this to me," she observed. "I should not have quitted 
home and left the child in her charge." 

" I wish she had, ma'am, as things have turned out," re- 
sponded Thomas Harding. " But very few young women, 
going fresh into a house, would venture to bring such a 
charge against an old and valued servant." 

" Very true. And my perfect confidence in Glisson may 
have tended to blind me. The puzzle is, where can she get 
the gin?" 

" Oh, ma'am, people who give way to drink are never at a 
feult to get it." 

Mrs. Danesbury gathered herself into her comer of the 
chaise, buried in an unpleasant reverie. She was casting 
blame to herself. Not for having failed to detect Glisson's 
fault ; no, blame lay not with herself there : but for having 
suffered the laudanum bottle to be without a label. Several 
times had she thought of placing a label on it, but the time 
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had gone on, and on, and this was the result. Had there 
been a label, Glisson was certainly not so far gone but she 
might have read it. " Have you, or Mrs. Harding, mentioned 
this doubt of Glisson to any one?L' suddenly asked Mrs. 
Danesbuiy. 

" Certainly not," was his reply. " And we cautioned Jessy 
not to let it escape her lips again,'* 

" I am glad of that. I scarcely see my way clear, with 
regard to Glisson. Mr. Danesbury thinks highly of her, and 
she served his mother faithfully for many years, so that I feel 
it would not be kind, or just, to turn her away, as I might a 
less valued servant. I think I must bury this in silence, even 
to Mr. Danesbury, and keep her on for a while, and be watch- 
ful over her, and try and recall her to what she used to be. 
I am convinced she cannot have taken to it long. 1 must 
question Jessy: perhaps she will tell me more than she 
told you." 

They had been travelling at a high rate of speed all the 
way, and had changed horses several times, though it has 
not been necessary to mark their progress, step by step. 
Kow they were nearing Eastborough ; and soon the lights in 
the town began to be visible. Had it been day, Mrs. Danes- 
bury would have seen her husband's factory, rising on the 
opposite hilL It was, however, nearly midnight, a cold, frosty, 
starlight night. A steep hill descended to the hollow, and 
at the top of the hill was the turnpike gate. 

The gate was closed. The post-boy stopped his horses and 
hallooed; and the door opened, and the keeper came out. 
Mrs. Danesbury, who was on that side, leaned forward. 

"Do you happen to know, Giles, whether the child is 
saved." 

She reoeived no answer. The man had gone forward, 
with a stumble,, to open the gate ; Mrs. Danesbury supposed 
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he had tripped over a stone. He opened the gate ; he did 
not fling it back, but kept it in his hand, and went stumbling 
across ths road with it. The postboy urged on his horses ; 
but Giles somehow loosed his hold of the gate, and, though 
he went on himself, he let the gate swing-to again. It struck 
the nearest horse. 

The horse, a nasity-tempered animal at all times, as the 
post-boy phrased it afterwards, began to plunge and kick ; 
that startled his fellow, and, in spite of the efforts of the post- 
boy, they sprang forwards, and dashed madly down the hill. 
Mrs. Danesbury shrieked, and rose up. 

Ma'am, ma'am, don't get up, don't lean out I " implored 
Thomas Hardiag ; " be still, for the love of life I Lie you 
down at the bottom of the chaise." 

" This is certain death," she wailed. " They will inevi- 
tably dash against the bridge ; and it will be certain death. 
Oh, my children 1 My Saviour, I can but commend them to 
Thee I Do Thou make them Thine, and keep them firom the 
evil!" 

Had it been his own wife, or one with whom he could put 
himself upon an equality, Thomas Harding would have forced 
her to the bottom of the chaise and held her there. But he 
did not like to act so to Mrs. Danesbury. She had leaned 
from the side window as she spoke the last words, probably 
not knowing that she did so, in her agitation and terror, and 
certainly not aware that they were already at the foot of the 
hill. But tbey had, as it were, flown down it ; the chaise, 
in that same moment, struck against the lower stone abut- 
ment of the narrow, awkward bridge, (which every body in 
Eastborough had long said was a disgrace and a danger to the 
town, but which none had bestirred themselves to have altered) 
and the chaise was overturned. Mrs. Danesbury's head fell 
on the groun J, and the chaise settled upon it. 
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How Thomas Harding extricated himself he never knew. 
Beyond being shaken and a little bruised, he was not hart. 
The terrified horses had struggled and plunged till they 
freed themselves, and started off with part of the broken 
shafts dangling after them. The postboy was lying with- 
out motion. 

Thomas Harding saw at a glance the dreadful situation of 
Mrs. Danesbury* To raise the chaise, or aid her of himself, 
he was entirely powerless. At that moment, the church 
clock struck out twelve, and the door of a public-house, the 
Pig and Whistle, beyond the bridge, at the entrance of the 
town, was thrown open, and a stream of warm light and a 
crowd of topers came forth into the street together. 

**Hilloa! help! hilloal" shouted Thomas Harding, nm 
ning towards them ; " help here." 

The group, most of whom were employed at the Danes- 
bury works, halted at the noise, and peered in the direction 
it came. They had left a room blazing with lights and fire, 
and could as yet distinguish no object outside. The land- 
lord followed with a candle; perhaps believing it would 
render objects more distinct. 

" Blest, if it ain't Harding ! " exclaimed one. " 'V\Tiat's 
the matter, sir ? " he cried, as his foreman came panting up. 

Mr. Harding explained, as well as he was able for his 
haste and agitation. Some were capable of rendering assist- 
ance, some were not ; those who were, flew with one accord 
to the fatal spot — the landlord still carrying the flaring 
candle, which soon flared out. 

" I telled ye I heer'd somm'at like horses a galloping past, 
with shafts a'ter 'em," cried one of the men ; " but ye was 
in such haste to abuse the landlord, for saying it were twelve, 
that ye could not heed me." 

Between them they raised the chaise, MiA. ^7L\?ctfi"a\«.^^'«^ 
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Danesbury. She lay motionless. Harding, shocked and 
bewildered, and hardly knowing how to act, sped off through 
the town to Mr. Danesbury's, whilst others ran for the 
surgeon, who was not found at home, but at Danesbury 
House. The postboy had gathered himself up, and was 
sitting with his back against the side of the bridge. They 
gently raised him, and walked him about a few steps. No 
limbs were broken. He shook himself, and speech came to 
him, 

" That there Giles ought to swing for this," were the first 
words that broke from him. 

" V/hat had Giles to do with it?" questioned the chorus 
of voices. 

He were as drunk as blazes. I saw he were, when he 
came ducking, head over heels, to open the gate. He were 
80 drunk he couldn't push it back, nor hold it back, and 
he let it come swing agen the horses." 
" Did that start 'em off?" 

"It just did start 'em off: I never strode such terrified, 
furious brutes afore. They took, as you may say, one leap 
from the top of the hill to the bottom, not a bit longer it 
didn't seem, and the chaise caught the nasty awk'ard bridge, 
and we went over."'' 

" I tell you all what," cried the landlord ; " something 11 
be done now. The town has called out long enough about 
the danger of keeping such a bridge; and some ..iks have 
called out about Giles's drunkenness. It'll both be remedied 
now ; you'll see." 

" Who'll give me a arm up the hill?" cried the postboy, 
who was a native of Eastborough, and had driven out with 
Mr. Harding that afternoon, with these very horses. "I 
doubt if I ain't too shaky to get up it of myself. I'll go 
And have a word with Giles." 
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Two of them immediately took the postboy in tow, and 
they began to ascend the hill. The rest remained to keep 
watch over the mifortunate lady, 

" Jim," cried out the landlord, " what about th« horses ? 
Where be they flown to ? " 

'Taint much matter where," was the postboy's answer, 
"they have done mischief enough. They be off to their 
stables, no doubt, they be, the cantankerous brutes." 

Arrived at the turnpike, they tried the house door. It 
was locked; but they shook it, and kicked, and shouted till 
Boger Giles came and opened it ; very nearly pitching for- 
ward into their arms with the exertion. 

A nice state you be in 1 " uttered the postboy, " a sweet 
gentleman you be, to keep a pikel Do you know the 
damage you have gone and done ? " 

«Eh?" enunciated Giles. He was stupidly drunk, and 
his eye wandered uneasily to the spot where he kept hia 
employers' cash ; some vague idea hammering at his brain, 
that the three men, now entered, might have designs upon it, 

** We won't go on at him now," said the postboy to his 
friends : " 'tain't of no good. Look at the sot 1 But you'll 
both please to bear me out to my master, as to his state, so 
ihat I don't get the blame." 

" This will be a bad job for you, Giles," cried one of the 
men. "You have took a drop once too much, my boy. 
Any way it will be bad, but if Mrs. Danesbury should'nt be 
got-to again (and she don't look like it), I should be sorry 
to stand in your shoes." 

They desxnded the hill again, and the postboy sank down 
as before, with his back resting against the bridge. His 
exertion had made him feel dizzy. Soon, voices and rapid 
footsteps were heard, for several people were approaching. 
Foramost of them came Mr. Pratt the surgeon, Thomas 
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Harding, and Mr. Danesbury. Those, keeping guard, drew 
respectfully back, and touched their hats, even in the dark 
night, to Mr. Danesbury. They had brought means for a 
light with them, which had been thought of by Thomas 
Harding, and the surgeon held it to the face of Mrs. Danes- 
bury. 

"She haven't stirred, nor even moaned, sir," said the 
landlord of the Pig and Whistle, who, with the others, had 
collected close up. 

"A moment, if you please," cried out the surgeon, 
authoritatively. " Stand back, all of you: I can do and see 
nothing, with you, crowding round. Mr. Danesbury, will 
you also allow me a moment here alone. Harding, you 
stay and hold the torch." 

Poor Mr. Pratt! He saw that Mrs. Danesbury was dead, 
and had so spoken to gain time for composure, and that Mr. 
Danesbury might not see, unprepared, that ghastly face, 
which told too plainly its own tale. 

All had stepped back in compliance with his wishes. Mr. 
Danesbury*s eyes fell on the post-boy. "Are you hurt, 
Jim?" he asked, kindly. 

" A bit shook, sir ; I don't think its no worse. I hope it 
won't be no worse with nobody else, sir," he added, nodding 
towards where the surgeon was stooping. 

"How did it happen? Mr. Harding says the gate 
touched the horses." 

" Come swinging right agen 'em, sir ; Giles were so drunk 
he couldn't hold it back." 

" Drunk, was he I " quickly cried Mr. Danesbury, 

" He were beastly drunk, sir. I have been up there td 
him now, some of 'em hwe helped me, and he can't speak, 
nor stand straight." 

Mr. Pratt had arisen, and was at Mr. Danesbury's elbow. 
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He passed his ann within that gentleman's) and drew him 
away from the crowd ; halting at a certain part of the bridge, 
and apparently looking out, over the dark and gloomy 
waten 

" What is it ?" said Mr. DanesDury ; " why do you bring 
me here? Have you ascertained the nature of the injury ? " 

" Oh, my dear friend I " cried the surgeon, " I know not 
how to tdl you what I must tell.'' 

Mr. Danesbury's heart sank within him : a shadow of ap- 
palling woe stole over hinu But he did not speak. Perhaps 
he could not. 

" I fear — fear she is gone," added Mr. Pratt. 

Then Mr. Danesbury clutched the surgeon's arm with a 
tight, nervous grasp. " The truth," — he breathed, — " the 
truth. Let me know the worst. I can bear it better than 
this agony of dread." 

One consolation is, that she did not suffer. She must 
have died instantaneously. Her neck is broken." 

Mr. Danesbury let fall the surgeon's arm. He half fell, 
half rested on the parapet of the bridge, and a low wail of 
utter anguish went forth on the night air. 



CHAPTER ni. 

The coroner's inquest was held on the appointed day, 
Thomas Harding could only depose that the gate touched 
the horse on his side of the chaise: he had not observed the 
state of the gatekeeper. But the postboy, and the men who 
had subsequently accompanied him to the gatehouse, testified 
that Giles was incapably drunk. The verdict returned was. 
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** Manelatighter against Roger Giles ; he having been, at th» 
time of its act, in a state of drunkenness/' 

He was committed to prison to await his trial. The little 
child, William Danesbury, had recovered the effects of the 
laudanum, the remedies administered by the surgeon having 
proved successful 

Eastborough, insignificant in itself, owed what importance 
it did possess to its being the scene of the Danesbury Works, 
sometimes called the Danesbury Factory, sometimes the Iron 
Works. It was a concern of considerable magnitude, giving 
employment, in its various departments, to a large number of 
hands. Engineers, iron-founders, manufacturers of agricul- 
tural and divers implements, combined with other branches 
of trade, not essential to mention, necessarily rendered the 
Danesburys of a high standing in the commercial world. Not 
only for the extent of their operations, did they bear a wide 
renown, but for the lofty excellence of their character, both 
in business matters and in private life. Just, honourable, and 
upright, the name of Danesbury was respected all the country 
round. The business had once been of small account, but 
the then proprietor of it, John Danesbury, raised it, by his dili- 
gence and intelligence, into importance. As his two sons, 
John and Philip, severally attained the age of twenty-one, 
they were taken into partnership with him, the firm then 
being altered to that of ** John Danesbury and Sons." The 
elder of those sons, John, was the one introduced to the 
reader. He was now the sole proprietor, for his father and 
brother had both died; the latter, Philip, a young man, 
leaving a widow. But the appellation of the firm had not 
been changed : it was still known as that of John Danes- 
bury and Sons possibly Mr. Danesbury looked forward to 
the period when it should be so in actuality. He had married a 
Aiifis St, George, a lady every way worthy of him, aad whose 
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present dreadful death was a far more agonizing shock to him 
than the world suspected. Their two eldest children, Arthur 
and Isabel, lived and flourished, two succeeding ones had 
died infants, and the last had just escaped following them, aa 
you have seen, through nurse Glisson's dose of opium. 

Thomas Harding was exceedingly attached to Mr. Banes- 
bury ; and with cause. He had served his father, he now 
served him, and enjoyed his full confidence. There were 
superior clerks, as to position, in the factory, gentlemen over- 
lookers, but they held a secondary place to Thomas Harding 
in the estimation of Mr. Danesbury. It was the respect due 
to worth, deserved, and paid to an honest, guileless man. 
Harding was vexed at being the depository of this secret 
about Glisson ; but he hoped the tragical end of her mistress, 
caused remotely through Tier, might so tell upon her that there 
would no longer exist reason to betray her to Mr. Danesbury. 

" Glisson took on dreadfully," said Jessy, one day that she 
was at the Hardings* house, about ten days subsequently to 
the funeral. " I was so shocked, that night, when they 
brought the dead body into the house, that 1 hardly knew 
what I said, and did not spare her. I told her, if she had 
kept herself in her right senses, and given the baby the 
proper medicine, our poor mistress would have been alive and 
safe." 

"What did she say?" 

" I cannot tell half she said. She was like a mad woman, 
lying on the floor, crying out for her mistress, moaning, and 
wishing she had died for her. Master heard her in his room, 
'and came in : but he thought it was all self-reproach for her 
mistake in having given the wrong medicine ; he did not 
■suspect she had anything worse to reproach herself with." 

** Was she sober, then 

" I should just think she was I The poisoning of the child 
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in the afternoon had sobered her, and she had taken nothing 
subsequently. I do not believe she has yet. I have never 
noticed it, and she grieves after her mistress night and day." 

" Then it has, perhaps, been such a warning to her that 
she'll abandon the habit altogether," returned Thomas Hard- 
ing. " Jessy, girl, never suffer a word to escape you of what 
has been : give her a chance of redeeming herself. It is 
what Mrs. Danesbury would have done, had she lived : mind 
you, I know that." 

" She's safe for me," replied Jessy. " The children are 
coming home to-morrow," she continued. " Some lady is 
bringing them, and we fancy she is going to remain — as 
governess, or housekeeper, or something of that. Master 
came to the nursery this morning and told us that a cousin 
of our late mistress's would accompany the children, and the 
house was to take its orders from her. Glisson is uncom- 
monly put out about it : she says those half-and-half mis- 
tresses are always more difficult to please than real ones." 

" Jessy 1 take care to do your duty, and don't be so fond 
of repeating things after Mrs. Glisson," rebuked her aunt 
Harding. 

Danesbury House was a handsome white mansion, sur- 
rounded by fine grounds, with a smooth lawn sloping from 
the front ; its elevated site causing it to command extensiye 
and beautiful views of the neighbouring country. 

On the morning that was to witness the return of the chil- 
dren, a lady approached the house, ascended the stone steps 
to the pillared portico, and entered a spacious hall, on either 
side of which were the reception chambers. It was Mrs. 
Philip Danesbury, the widow of Mr. Danesbury *s brother. 
She enjoyed a handsome income from the business, and re- 
sided near ; a talkative, pleasant woman, young still, possessed 
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of good sense, and of keen penetration. She was in York- 
shire, her native place, when the recent fatal event happened, 
and had now been home a day or two. Mr. Danesbury had 
seen her the previous day, and her present visit was to Glisson 
and the baby. While she was in the nursery talking, she 
observed her brother-inJaw approaching from the factory, 
and went down stairs to meet him. 

" John," she began, as soon an they were in the sitting- 
room, dashing at once into some news she had just heard, 
" Glisson says there's a lady coming here, to be in Isabel's 
place." 

" Not in Isabel's place,^* interrupted Mr. Danesbury, in a 
tone of pain. " No one can fill that. Do not say so." 

"Well, you know what I meant, John. Unfortimately 
no one ever can fill it, in any sense of the word. She was 
worth more than many of us who are left. Poor, poor 
Isabel I" 

Mr. Danesbury sat silent, his countenance betraying a 
shade more of its deep sorrow. He was not a demonstrative 
man, and he buried his grief within him. 

" But there is somebody coming to rule the household and 
manage the children," proceeded Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 
"Who is it?" 

" Miss St. George, Mrs. Serle's sister. She has offered to 
remain here a little while.** 

"A 'little while 1' That means an indefinite period I 
suppose." 

"No time was mentioned. It was Mrs. Serle who wrote 
and proposed it. I thought it exceedingly kind and con- 
siderate of her, and accepted it gratefully." 

" But what ever made you accept it, all in such a hurry?" 
continued Mrs. Philip, in her hasty way. 

" I accepted it for the children's sake. Who is to overlook 
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them? GllsBon can take care of William, bnt Arthur and' 
Isabel should not be left to the entire companionship of 
Bervants." 

" The better plan would have been — John," she broke off, 
" I had been turning things over in my mind, before I knew 
of, this Miss St. George scheme. I think Arthur should be 
placed at school, and I will take charge of Isabd." 

" You are very kind, Maria," he sadly answered. '* But 
the house, deprived of the two children, would be more 
desolate than with them. What objection do you see to 
Miss St. George staying here — for I think I detect that 
you have an objection ? " 

"A minute, John: answer me a question or two before 
I answer yours. What age is this Miss St. George?'* 

" I do not know. I have a general idea that she is not 
young. I once saw her at Mr. Serle*s, but retain a very 
faint recollection of her. I fancy she is older than Mrs. 
Serle; and that she lives with her because she has no other 
home." 

"There; that's quite enough: you have most ftilly an. 
swered me," impetuously returned Mrs. Philip D^esbury. 
" Take care of yourself, John." 

"Take care of myself I In what way?" 

" It will be a terrible temptation to a woman in her posi- 
tion, the getting herself to be the real mistress of this' 
house. She will play her cards with the hope and view to 
be your second wife, John: mind she does not play them' 
x> win." 

A contraction of displeasure passed across Mr. Danes- 
bury*s ample brow. He could not understand his sister-in- 
law, and deemed these remarks to be unworthy of her. 

"John," she resumed, "I cannot help speaking out all 
my thoughts, but it is that I am anxious for the children's 
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Welfare and yonr happiness. You cannot understand these 
things, but I can ; and rely upon it, this lady's motive, in 
proffering a temporary sojourn here, arises from a dim hope 
that she may improve it into a permanent one. I see also 
another evil — that it will cause rebellion and warfare with 
the servants. You look surprised, but 1 tell you you have 
had no experience in these things, and do not understand 
them." 

No, Mr. Danesbury did not understand it at all, and he 
certainly did not believe it. He asked Mrs. Philip to remain 
to dinner. 

"I will," she replied, "and T shall let Miss St. George 
know, unmistakably, that T am Mrs. Philip Danesbury, the 
nearest kin you and the children have, and quite competent 
to direct the affairs of Danesbury House, where direction 
may be necessary, without her assistance." 

Mrs. Philip untied the crape strings of her bonnet as she 
spoke, and ran up stairs again. She was somewhat given 
to be dictatorial, but she was a thoroughly sincere, good 
woman at heart. Glisson opened upon her grievance. 

" 1 hope this new person's not going to take too much 
upon herself, ma'am, for it's what I shan't be able to put up 
with. I'd do anything for a Danesbury, and for my dear late 
mistress, who was a mistress in a thousand, but an inter- 
loper is a different sort of thing. Master said we were to 
take our orders from her." 

" It's beginning," thought Mrs. Philip ; but she did not 
choose to say so, she was fond of keeping servants in their 
places. "Miss St. George is a relative of poor Mrs. Danes- 
bury, and every respect must be shown her, Glisson," she 
said, in an authoritative tone. " Jessy, I hope you hear me 
also. I daresay you will get on very well with her, for the 
lime she is to remain.'* 
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Glisson made no reply. She went out for the baby, who 
had been laid down for his mid-day sleep, and brought him 
in. The sleeves of his embroidered white frock were tied up 
with black silk ribbon, and he wore a broad black sash. 

" Poor little motherless darling 1 ** uttered Mrs. Philip, 
taking the child, and clasping him to her. " I wish papa 
would give you to me, my little god-son," she murmured, 
covering his sweet face, so lovely in its rosy flush, with 
kisses. The tears came into her eyes as she gazed on him — 
for the having no children had been Mrs. Philip Danesbury's 
great trial in life. "Glisson," she suddenly exclaimed, 
** how did that dreadful mistake happen ? How came you 
to be deceived in the medicine ?" 

"Ma'am," said the nurse, turning round in a sort of 
frenzy, "I'll go down upon my knees and beg you not to 
ask me I I have been almost mad ever since, thinking of it ; 
and, if I have to talk of it, it will drive me quite so. I wish 
I had been dead before it had happened 1 " 

She sat down in the rocking-chair, threw her apron over 
her head, and burst into a storm of wails and sobs. Mrs. 
Philip walked about with the child, and considerately ab- 
stained from further allusion to it. In the midst of this, the 
travellers were seen approaching. It was a clear, frosty 
day, and they were walking up from the Ram, where the 
stage-coach stoppe d The two children, in their sombre 
black attire, were accompanied by two ladies, one of whom 
was in deep mourning, the other in slighter, 

"Why, there's two of them I" unceremoniously uttered 
Glisson, who had made her way to the window. 

" Miss St. George has put on deep black to be like the 
fBunily, as she is to stay here," decided Mrs, Philip ; " and the 
other must be Mrs. Serle." 

She eyed Miss St. George critically as she spoke. Glisson 
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did the same. A thin, shortish, vinegar-looking lady, with 
cold, light 9yes, a sharp nose, and flaxen hair : Miss St 
George was one of those whom black attire does not improve. 

** It's « disagreeable face, if ever I saw one," cried Glisson ; 
** as cross as two sticks. If she knew anybody was looking 
at her, she'd smooth it, I expect." 

" Five and thirty, if she's a day, and a soured woman I " 
was Mrs. Philip Danesbury's mental comment. "Won*t 
she be having a try at John ? " 

The visitors were shown to the drawing-room, a spacious 
apartment opening to the lawn. It was fitted up with rich 
silk damask furniture, mirrors, ornaments, and some ex- 
quisite paintings Mrs. Philip Danesbury entered, and 
welcomed the two ladies gracefully, as though she were the 
mistress of the house. 

" To whom have we the honour of speaking?" demanded 
Mrs. Serle. 

" Madam, to the sister-in-law of Mr Danesbury, the aunt 
of these dear children. I am Mrs. Philip Danesbury. This, 
I presume, is Miss St. George, who has kindly proiOfered us a 
visit." 

" I profiFered it for her," smiled Mrs Serle, who appeared 
all complaisance. " The isolated conditicm of these poor 
children, left entirely to servants, struck me as being so 
pitiable, that I suggested to Eliza to come home with them 
for a short period, should it be agreeable to Mr. Danesbury. 
1 did not know of their possessing so efficient a relative 
near to them. From the remarks of the children, I fancied 
Mrs. Philip Danesbury's residence was in Yorkshire." 

" I have been there for a long visit. We appreciate your 
kindness, and shall be happy to render Miss St. George'^ 
visit agreeable to her," was the ^mewbat frigid answer of 
Jdrs. Philip. 

D 
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Mr. Dauesbury came in. Unusually noble be looked in 
bis deep mourning attire, and with the saddened expression 
on his fine features. Ere be had weli Idssed his two children, 
be was obliged to hurry from the room : their sight brought 
bis loss, and theirs, too painfully to his memory. 

Harriet I" exclaimed Miss St. George, the moment she 
was alone wiitb her sister in the chamber to which ihey 
bad been shown, ** I shall go back with you ; 1 shan't stop 
bere. The idea of being domineered over by that sharp 
woman I She is mistress, and I should be no better than a 
temporary visitor ; an Interloper. J did not come down, and 
^0 in mourning for that." 

" You will do no such thing, Eliza. You are come, and you 
must remain. She is not mistress, she does not live here.*' 

"But she comes armed with full power to do as she 
pleases in the bouse ; tbere*s no doubt of it. Shell be here 
for ever." 

" Nonsense. Stop, and feel your way. Yon will super- 
sede her if you try. And if you don't, you are only where 
you were before." 

" 1 hate children," cried Miss St. George. ** And to as- 
sume to * love* these will be more difficult than I thought, 
with her shrewd eyes upon me." 

She sighed as she turned to the glass, and began to ar- 
range the bands of her very light hair. She had no parents, 
no money, and had been obliged to her sister for a home. 
She was not always comfortable in it ; her temper was bad, 
Mrs. Serle would not put up with it, and at such times would 
make her feel that she was an intruder. To get away from 
it, and take the sway in such a house as Mr. Danesbury's, 
bad been a glowing prospect, and the damper cast on it by 
the sight and words of Mrs. Philip was a mortifying disap- 
pointment. Whether she, or Mrs. Serle for her, had cast a 
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glance to the possibility that time and luck might transform 
her into Mrs. Danesbury, cannot be told. 

** What an exceedingly fine man Mr. Danesbury is I " ex- 
claimed Mrs. Serle ; " I should call him one of nature's true 
nobility. The child, Arthur, will be like him." 

** And what a handsome house," returned Miss St. George. 
** Everything so well appointed and comfortable." 

** Ay, plenty of wealth here, Eliza. If you can succeed in 
establishing a firm footing, you will be fortunate." 

Mrs. Philip Danesbury, meanwhile, was looking about for 
Arthur, who had disappeared. She found him in the little 
room where Mrs. Danesbury used to assemble her children 
for the ten minutes after breakfast in the morning, to read 
to them their Bible stories and to talk of heaven. It was a 
duty she never omitted, and the children had learnt to love 
it. Arthur was stretched across the low sofa where his 
mamma used to sit, crying as if his heart would break. Mrs. 
Phihp Danesbury closed the door, sat down, and drew him to 
her 

" My darling, don*t sob so ; be comforted." 

** Aunt Philip, I shall never see her again I I never thought 
it could be quite true till I came home now. Oh, mamma! 
mamma 1 " 

" My child, be comforted, she is better off ; she is gone to 
heaven." 

"But never to come back! never to come back!" he 
wailed. " Oh, mammal if you would but come to me for 
one minute, only one ! " 

** Arthur, she cannot return to you ; you know it, my 
darling ; but you will go to her." 

" But it is such a long while!" 

" It will come, my child. She is one of God's angels now, 
and she will watch over you here, and wait for you." 
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His sobs nearly choked him 

" Arthur, do you know why I am sure ytour mamma is 
happy, and h^ gone to the rest promised to the peojple of 
God?" 

" Because she was good, ' he sobbed. 

" No, my darling : she was good ; better than mdst people 
are ; but she is gone because she loved Christ, ai!id put hc^ 
whole trust in Him She had always taken Qod for her 
guide. She taught you to do so, Arthur " 

" Yes,'* answered the child ; and he gradually grew calmer 

" Aunt Philip," he presently said, a catching sob seizirtg 
his breath occasionally, *^ how could that Giles Jet the gate 
fall against the horses?" 

" Because he was a wicked man," promptly answered Mrs 
Philip, whose indignation was sure to break loose when she 
thought of the accident, and its Ian-rentable consequences 
*^ He had got horribly tipsy, my dear, and could not hold 
it back." 

" Would it have happened if he had not been tipsy ?" 

" No, of course not: but for Giles** drinking that Wight, 
your mamma would have been alive and well now: and, 
perhaps, sitting here with us." 

That set Arthur on again. " Why did he drink ? " he 
sobbed. " Why does anybody drink ? " 

" Because they are beasts,*' said Mrs Philip. ** And 
they are nothing else," she added, as if in apology for her 
word, " when they drink themselves into that state.'' 

** I never will," said Arthur. 

" YoUf my dearest I Oh, no, never. Your dear mamma 
would be grieved in heaven, if she were to look down and 
see you, even once, so far forget yourself." 

The child gazed upwards at the blue sky, almost as if he 
were looking for his mother's face there. Sood, he gave his 
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head that very decided shake, which in him, child as he was, 
expressed firm, inward resolve. 

" No, Aunt Philip, I will never drink. How long is •ue 
goiBg to stay?" he added. 

"Who, my dear?" 

"Miss St. George." 

" I cannot tell. Don't you like her?" 

•* Not much," answered Arthur. " She told me she was 
going to he with us, instead of mamma." 

Mrs. Philip Danesbury wondered what there could be, or 
not be, in Miss St. George, that nobody seemed to like her. 
She only hoped her brother-in-law would fall into the general 
opinion. 

When they assembled to sit down to dinner, Arthur was 
not to be found. He had made his way into the factory to 
Thomas Harding. The latter shook him by the hand, an4 
said he was glad to see him home again. 

" Mr. Harding," whispered the child, struggling to hide 
the tears, which would rise to his eyes, " could you not have 
helped the gate from falling on the horses ? " 

"Master Arthur, sir, you see this arm," said Thomas 
Harding, holding it out, bared to the elbow, for his coat was 
oflP, and his shirt sleeve rolled up, at his work, " well, I'd 
have given that freely, ay, and the other to it, to have helped 
it I wish I oould." 

" Aunt Philip says Giles was tipsy. And that if he had 
not been go, mamma would have been here now." 

** And that's true. Master Arthur." 

** Why do they let people get tipsy?" 

"Who let them, dear?" 

*'I don't know," said the child, puzzled himself, as he 
thought over his question. " Why do people get tipsy ? " 
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" I believe they can't tell, themselves, why. Nobody who 
is worth anything does so." 

" You don't ; do you, Mr. Harding ? " 

"No ; I'm thankful to say T have kept from that failing 
all my life," he fervently answered. 

" And papa does not ? " 

" No, no, child. T tell you nobody, who is good, does such 
a disgraceful thing. Only poor creatures who have no self- 
restraint." 

" Does Giles get tipsy now ? " 

" No, that he does not 1 The jailer takes care of that.. 
He is in prison, Master Arthur." 
" For killing mamma ? " 

" For letting the gate swing-to, and frighten the horses. 
He is to be tried at the March assizes." 

" Is Master Danesbury here ? " called out a servant-man, 
who had come in search of him. " Oh, there you are, sin 
Pinner's waiting." 



CHAPTER IV. 

Q^^e <llame (lageb out. 

The time went on. March Assizes came and passed, and 
Roger Giles entered upon the punishment awarded him — two 
years imprisonment. Miss St. George stopped on at Danes- 
bury House ; nobody suggested to her that she should leave 
it, and she took care not to suggest it to herself. She be- 
haved wonderfully well, and endeavoured to ingratiate her- 
self with all in it, master, servants, and children. Her 
exertions never flagged. Her chief consideration seemed to 
be that of reudering herself unobtrusively agreeable to Mr. 
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Danesbuiy : and, so far as he or any body else saw of her 
temper, it might be that of an angel. The servants were ; 
indulged ; the children were petted ; it all went on as smooth 
as oil. Miss St. George was playing her game. 

Summer came round, and with it Isabel's birth-day. Some 
children were invited to dinner, and Mrs. Philip Danesbury 
was expected to preside : but she did not come, and they sat 
down without her, Miss St. George occupying the place 
opposite Mr. Danesbury : when Mrs. Philip w^as there, she 
always took it herself. At the period of dessert, Miss St. 
G^rge filled glasses of wine for the children; including 
Arthur and Isabel. 

"Why have you given wine to me and Isabel?" asked 
Arthur. 

. " It is Isabel's birth-day, and you must drink her health," 
was Miss St. George's reply. [ 

" But we never drink wine," repeated Arthur. 

" That's no reason why you never should. On such an 
occasion as this, it is necessary. What would Isabel say, if 
you did not drink good wishes to her ? " 

" I'll drink them in water," said Arthur. 

" Oh no, that would never do," Miss St. George remon- 
strated; " that would not be cordial. May he not have a 
glass of wine to day ?" she added, appealing to Mr. Danes- 
bury. 

" If he likes," was the reply. Mr. Danesbury had never 
been so particular as his wife about the children's beverage 
being positively restricted to water. Probably he had not 
thought about it so much and deeply. 

There, Arthur," said Miss St. George, " your papa gives 
you leave." 

" No," answered Arthur, passing the wine back towards 
Miss St. George. And, filling a wine glass with water, he 
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wished his sister many happy returns of the day. The chfl- 
dren followed his example, but drank their good wishes in 
wine. 

" Now, Isabel," said Miss St. George, " thank every one. 
There's your wine." 

Isabel raised the wine to her lips, but before she could 
taste it, Arthur had risen from his seat, opposite to her, and 
was leaning across the table with a flushed face and kindling 
eye, speaking vehemently. 

" Isabel I Tou know I " 

His startling energy arousfed Mr. Danesbury to astonish, 
ment. Isabel instantly put down her glass, blushed painfully, 
and likewise pushed it towards Miss St. George. 

" You ought to be ashamed, Isabel," continued Arthur. 
** If I had not spoken, you were going to drink it. You have 
forgotten mamma." 

Isabel burst into tears. "It was Miss St. George told 
me," she sobbed ; " I did not want to drink it." 

" You have a very particular prejudice against drinkmg 
wine, Arthur," said Mr. Danesbury, smiling. 

" Papa, I promised her that I never would. And Isabel 
knows all about it that I never mean to, and she said she 
never would. Miss St. George knew it." 

"Promised who?" said Mr. Danesbury. 

" My dear mamma. It was the last word she said to me 
before she left, that night ; and I promised her, and she is 
looking down from Heaven at me now." 

He laid his head on the table, overcome by the remem- 
brance of his mother, and sobbed aloud. It seemed that 
Mr. Danesbury was likewise overcome, for he hastily rose, 
and quitted the room for some minutes. 

"Do not attempt to give the children wine again," he 
3aid to Miss St. Ghsorge when he returned. And Misa St. 
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George bowed her head, but she would verjr much have 
liked, just tbea, to give Arthur a wholesome whipping in- 
stead. - 

They soon heard why Mrs. Phihp Danesbury had not af«. 
rived to dinner. She had iecei?ed news ft-orn Yorkshire 
that her mother was alarmingly ill, and she had been busy 
making preparations to start thither on the morrow morning. 
She ran up at night to say good bye. Miss St. George, 
lamenting outwardly, was in a state ot inward rapture, fer* 
vently hopmg that the visit might last six months. 

Six months it did last. For Mrs. Phihp Danesbury found ' 
her mother, Mrs Heber, in a precarious state, and thought 
it necessary to remain. It was summer when she went, it 
Wa6 winter when she came back ; and the very first news to 
greet her on her return was, that Ehza St. George was to be 
Mr Danesbury's second wife. 

Mrs. Philip sat down hke one paralysed. ** if 1 did not 
say it ! " she uttered I wish he had chosen anybody else, 
for 1 don't tike the woman , and the children will never like 
her. What can possess bim 

She wrapped herself up, the next morning, and set off in 
the snow to see Mr. Danesbury. Not going to the house, 
but seeking him at the Works. He was in his private room. 

'*John,*' she said, when greetings had passed, and she 
warmed her hands over the hot blaze of the fire, *'you are 
going to marry again, i bear." , 

*^ 1 believe so, Maria." 

" What did I tell you ? That, if you did not take care, 
she would play her cards and win. And she has done itl " 

" It was well for me to marry again. Not that /oared 
about it,*' he emphatically added, " ioi I have not yet for- 
gotten Isabel. But the house wanted a mistress, and the 
dtildren a mother. Miss Si. George in amiable, she se^ms a 
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good manager, and I do believe/' he added/ with a comical 
look, " that her whole heart is wrapt up in me and the 
children. Yon should see how fond she has grown of 
William." 

" Ahl" ejaculated Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 
" What does that interjection mean ?" laughed Mr. Daoet' 
bury. 

Why it means that I do not take in what you say, John. 
I believe you are as completely done, as ever man was 1 
do not believe in her amiability, for I Ihink it is all put on; 
and I do not believe in her love for the children, no, not even 
for William, for I think, that is put on. 1 cannot speak, as 
to what it may be for you " 

''Maria, you were always prejudiced against Miss St. 
George. You were, before you saw her " 

"Admitted. Because her coming down here, in the way 
she did, looked to me a suspicious proceeding. Now, I am 
sure it was one. But when J came to see and know Miss 
St. George, my prejudice did not lessen. 1 wish you had 
chosen any one else, for the children's sake. At the time I 
went away, I was beginning to think and hope there was 
another your choice would have fallen upon." 

He looked at her enquiringly. 

" Miss Roper." 

" Ah, she is a nice girl,** said Mr. Danesbury, with ani- 
mation. "She would have been rather young for me, 
Maria." 

"She is six or seven and-twenty. And I am quite sure 
she would have made a loving mother to your children. I 
am astonished at your want of taste, John, in preferring 
Miss St. George to her." 

"Now, don't call my taste in question, if you please, 
Maria," said be, good humouredly. " I admire Miss Roper 
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more than I do Miss St. George, and I do not particularly 
care for either. I can never care for any woman as 1 cared 
for Isabel." 

" You will persuade me, next, you are out of your senses," 
was the retort of Mrs. Philip. " If you prefer Miss Roper, 
why do you marry Miss St. George ? " 

" To tell you the truth," he answered, in a low tone, " I 
was, in a manner, drawn into the marriage. But of course 
this must never go beyond you.'* 

" Drawn into it I I do not understand." 
It seems the neighbourhood got talking about my atten- 
tion to Miss St. George Which appears lo me to be very 
strange, for I declare that i never paid her any particular 
attention. I certainly used to drive them out in the open 
carriage most evenings, herself and the two children, and 
she sat in the front seat with me: I could not put her in the 
back, you know, a relation of Isabel: and I used to give 
her my arm to church, and there my attention ended." 

''And who says the neighbourhood made remarks?" 
interrupted Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 

'' Listen. One day Mrs. Serle arrived here in a desperate 
bustle. She sought an interview with me, and said Eliza 
had written to her that she was miserable; that after what 
the neighbourhood had been pleased to say, she should never 
hold up her head again in happiness, and that of course She 
must leave Danesbury House, and they might as well tear 
her life from her, as tear her from me and the children." 

" What did you say to all this rhapsody ?." 
Gave the neighbourhood a blessing, or something equi- 
valent to it — though no rumours had reached my tars ; and 
told Mrs. Serle that it was a mistake to suppose I had paid 
any particular attentions: I had paid none whatever. Mrs. 
Serle assured me things had been said, and asked what I 
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conld do in the dilemma; tinting that for a reproacli to 
have been cast to Isabers cousin " 

" About forty times removed," contemptuously interrupted 
Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 

Mr. Danesbury smiled, as he continued. "That for a 
reproach to have been cast on Isabel's cousin, woul4 have 
proved a bitter grief to ^er, had she been in life. Then I 
began to think that, as I had almost determined to marry 
again, I might as well take Miss St. George as anybody 
else, and settle the neighbourhood that way. So, without 
giving myself time for consideration, — I acknowledge that— 
I told Mrs. Serle that the matter had better be ended in that 
manner." 

" And they snapped at it I " 
They accepted it," said Mr. Danesbury. 

"It was all a planned trap!" vehemently spoke Mrs. 
Philip. " Mrs. Serle's coming down, and saying what she 
did, was a planned trap to draw you in, planned between 
her and Miss St. G^rge. I wish I was as sure of heaven ) 
She has played out her game." 

Mr. Danesbury stood, his tall form drawn to its fall height. 
He' began pushing, with his boot, some starting bits of coal 
into the fire, between the bars of the grate. 

" John I " said Mrs. Philip. 

"WeU?" 

" Do not carry it out. Let her bring an action for Breach 
of Promise. She is just the one to do it." 

" But, indeed, I mean to carry it out. You must not 
think I repent, Maria. I believe in Miss St. George's ami- 
ability, if you do not, and I think she will make me a suit- 
able wife." 

" Well — if you are satisfied. I only hope you will always 
Sod cauae to be so," added Mrs. Philip earnestly. " Believd 
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me, no one would rejoice more than I to find that I am 
wrong. When is it to be? I hear Miss St. George is in 
London." 

" She returned with her sister. It is to take place imme^ 
diately." 

And it did so. And Eliza St George became the second 
Mrs. Danesbury, to her own unequivocal self<gratulation 
and delight. 

It was on a Tuesday afternoon, and just a week after the 
wedding. Glisson and Jessy were seated in their old room, 
the nursery; Glisson, not rocking herself in idleness, but 
pacing about angrily, in what Jessy called " a temper," On 
the carpet sat William, playing with some toys; and Jessy 
was trimming a cap for herself with white satin ribbon. 
The work seemed somewhat to puzzle her, for she pinned 
the ribbon on, and unpinned it, in indecision. 

" Nurse, see here," cried she, holding the cap towards the 
view of Mrs. Glisson, as the latter approached her in her 
restless wanderings. " Would this look better, quilled round 
the crown, or put in bows at the sides ? Just tell me what 
you think : I want it to be smart." 

" It would look best this way," returned the nurse ; and, 
taking the cap and ribbon from Jessy's hand, she dashed 
them to the ground. The reader, however, must not take 
a wrong view of Mrs. Glisson's strange action : she was per- 
fectly sober. 

" Now, then I " uttered Jessy, " what»s that for? " 

" I have no patience with you I " she burst forth. " Deck- 
ing yourself off for a woman that's not fit to stand in your 
poor dead mistress's shoes ; not fit to tie 'em for her, or to 
buckle on her garters! You are as bad as she is. Let her 
come and see you with the black bows in your cap, as she 
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will me; it may show her that we sorrow after the oM 
mistress, more than we care to welcome the new." 

" Black or white won't alter it," rejoined Jessy, intent on 
her cap again. " It is done, and it can't be undone ; and if 
the rest of the maids put on white ribbons, there's no reason 
why I should not. You are as cranky as you can be to-day." 

''Cranky, ayl" ejaculated Mrs. Glisson, flinging henelf 
on a chair with a groan," and you'd be cranky too, if you 
had the feelings of an owl. I wonder you can reconcile 
yourself to stop in the house, after such a change 1 I won- 
der the servants down stairs can do itl " 

" You are stopping, yourself," said Jessy. 
Because I am forced to it. Could I go and leave that 
baby" — ^pointing to the unconscious little fellow on the 
carpet — "to her mercies? When I meet my poor dear 
mistress face to face in heaven, what would she say to me, 
if I had abandoned her child to the dislike of a deceitful 
step-mother? No; if master goes and makes a fool of him- 
self, and brings home twenty wives with two taces, one for 
him, and t'other for other folks, I must stop on, and put up 
with it, till William's beyond my care. I told master so." 

" You never did I " uttered Jessy. " When ? " 

" That don't matter to you. Get on with your fine wed- 
ding-cap." 

There was a pause. Jessy, who was then standing at the 
window, broke it. " Here comes Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 
I suppose her cold's better, then. She has not got the 
children with her: I wonder how long she intends to keep 
them?" 

" I hope she'll keep them till they are dragged from her 
with cords," fired Glisson. " She would, if she was of my 
mind. Her home will be better for them, than their own, 
now." 
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Mrs. Philip Danesbury came into the nursery. " Well, 
Glisson ; well, Jessy," cried she, as the servants rose. " You 
have thought me lost, no doubt, but it is nine days since I 
stepped outside the door. Willie, what has aunt Philip got ? '* 

The child had risen and run to her. Next to Glisson, 
whom he dearly loved, he was fondest of Mrs. PhiUp Danes- 
bury. " There," she said, giving him a pretty little toy in 
sugar, " Sister Isabel sent tiiat for Willie." 

«* When are the children coming home, ma'am? " put in 
Jessy. 

*« When their father asks for them ; not before," replied 
Mrs. Philip, with a sharpness in her accent that seemed akin 
to that 01 Glisson. " He, and — and — ^his wife — will not be 
here before Friday." 

" Oh, won't they though 1 " retorted Glisson, forgetting 
her respect in her mind's annoyance. " They are coming 
to-day, ma'am." 

" To-day 1" 

" This very blessed Tuesday," returned Glisson. " Master's 
wanted in a hurry for some business at the works, and some 
of them wrote to him, and he wrote word back he would be 
home to-day. They got the letter at the factory this morn- 
ing, and sent in and told us, by his orders. It's a black day 
for me, I know that." 

"Jessy," said Mrs. Philip, not inmiediately replying to 
Glisson, " Miss Isabel requires a clean tucker or two : will 
you put them up." 

Jessy left the room. " You must try and make the best 
of it, Glisson," Mrs. Philip continued, when they were alone. 
" It would never do, you know, for you to leave William." 

" That's the only thing that's keeping me ; nothing else 
in the world. If she begins to treat him badly, I'll step 
between them, and ask master to uphold me for his late wife's 
sake." 
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** Hush, Glisson I she will not do tliat. She appcnn to be 
so very fond of him.** 

" Just as a certain gentleman is of holy water," hrever- 
ently snapped Glisson. *^ From the very first hour she se^ 
foot in this house, she has been plotting how best to catch 
master : I saw through her, if nobody else did. He had m 
more chance against her than a fly has with a spider, but just 
walked into the web, like a blindfolded simpleton. If s of no 
good, ma'am, I must speak I I am fit this day to take and 
hang myself. Oh, my poor dead mistress I " 

Glisson bent her head in her hands, and swung backwards 
and forwards in her chair, after the manner of one OTer- 
whelmed with griefl In a minute she looked up again. 
" Ma'am I Mrs. Philip Danesbiuy 1 didn't you see throngh 
her?" 

" I did," was the low answer. 

The woman wrung her hands. " Then why, oh why, didnH 
you warn master, and set him on his guard ? It was not for 
me to do such a thing, ma'am, but you might." 

"I did warn him," was the rejoinder on Mrs. Philip's lips; 
but she checked herself, and did not speak it. 

" It was a fanny thing, altogther," resumed Glisson. 

Master did not seem fond of her ; he did not seem to care 
about her at all. Then came that visit of Mrs. Serle. She 
was closeted with Miss St. George after she got here, and 
I'll be whipped if I did'nt say to Jessy that those two were 
hatching mischief. After that, master was sent for from the 
factory, and Mrs. Serle was closeted with him. The next day 
the two sisters went back to London together, and we heard 
that there was going to be a marriage. They are deep ones, 
those women, if my eyes are worth anything.'* 

" 1 heard that, about the time of this visit of Mrs. Serle, 
there was a report in the neighbourhood that Mr. Danes- 
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bury's nme liad been gratuitously coupled with that of Miss 
St George." 

** There never was such a report," returned Glisson, de- 
cisively, " and whoever says it, says wrong. It was just the 
other way. "When Miss St. George came first, folks laughed 
and joked, and said she had come to pick up Mr. Danesbury. 
But at the twelvemonth's end, when she was no nearer doing 
it, they laughed at her for being baulked and said, Mr. 
Danesbury was too wise to be caught." • 

" Nurse, are you sure of this ?" 

" I am sure and certain. The servants down stairs have 
not had much else to do than collect news, and I'll back 
them for being awake to what goes on in the neighbourhood, 
and for what's said. Whoever told you, ma'am, that scan- 
dal was talked of master and Miss St. George, told an un- 
truth, and knows it. It was, I say, just the opposite." 

It wanted not this to confirm Mrs. Philip Danesbury'a 
suspicions that her brother-in-law had been made the victim 
of a cunning plan. 

"Not another hour would I have stopped, but for the 
child," went on Glisson, " and so I told master. It was one 
day after Miss St. George was gone ; the children were out, 
m a ster was dining alone. After dinner, the bell rang 
for the baby, and I took him down, and master put him on 
his knee. * Glisson,* said he, turning to me, * I suppose you 
have heard that there is going to be a change.' ' Yes, mas- 
ter,' says I, * and I'd rather have been swallowed up by an. 
earthquake than have heard it ; and I am thinking that I 
shan't be able to stop ; it'll go against the grain.' * What 
are you saying?' he interrupted, * you must stop : you havei 
not been in the family so many years, to leave it now.' 
* There's only one thing keeps me, sir,' I said, * and that's 
this precious child : I must stop to put myself between him: 
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tad htkm, knowing that I sent his poor mother ont Of the 
world.* * Stop with him always, GUsson,* whispered mas- 
ter, as he gave the child back to me, and I saw that his eyes 
Were wet." 

At this janotare in came J essy, all excitement. " Ka'am ! 
ma'am I here they are! Glisson, they are come I" 

"Who arc come?" demanded Mrs. Philip, considerably 
startled, as she hastened to the window in the wake of Jessy. 
"Not Mr. and Mrs. Danesburyl" 

But it was. Mr. Danesbury's chariot, with post horses, 
was sweeping up the gravel drive. He was in it, and his 
new wife sat beside him. Mrs. Philip was at a nonplus. 
"I would not have had it happen so for anything I" she 
exclaimed. " / will not be here to receive her. Were they 
expected so early as this?" 

" They were expected to dinner, ma'am, but not just yet," 
answered Jessy. " Glisson, there's my cap never finished 1" 

** And I hope it never will be, with those ribbons on it," 
retorted Glisson. 

The carriage drew up, and its inmates alighted, the ser- 
Tants going out to receive them and to unpack the chariot. 
Mr. Danesbnry entered but for a minute or two, and then 
departed to the factory, and Mrs. Danesbury was heard as- 
cending the stairs. Her new rooms, once those of her pre- 
decessor, were on the same floor as the nursery, and it wiis 
impossible to say for which she might be making. " What 
•n earth am I to do?" uttered Mrs. Philip. 

" Step in here, to the night nursery, ma'am," suggested 
Jessy in a whisper, as she held the door open. "I do be- 
lieve she is coming in here." 

Mrs. Philip did so. Most particularly unpalatable was ft 
to her to be in the new Mrs. Danesbury's bouse at this, the' 
moment of her return, though she did not stay to analyse 
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the reason. Mrs. Philip looked romid the room : Qlisson's 
bed was in it, and little William's by its side, and there she 
stood, listening. 

Mrs. Danesbury had, however, turned into her own rooms, 
and Mrs. Philip, after waiting a few minutes, was about to 
^erge fh>m her hiding chamber, when Mrs. Danesbury's 
Steps were again heard. She entered the day nursery, and 
Mrs. Philip, at sound of her voice, whisked quietly inside a 
doset by Glisson's bed. 

"How do you do, nurse?'* said Mrs. Danesbury. 

Glisson snatched up little William, before She answered. 
**rm amongst the middlings, ma'am. 

"You little love I" uttered Mrs. Danesbury, making a 
Ipreat show of kissing the boy. "How well he looks, 
tt&rsel" 

^he ntirfie coughed. " It's to be hoped he isn't ill, ma'am." 

Wmimn raised his finger, and pointed to the door of the 
night nursery, " Aunt Phe-eep dere,** lisped he. 

JesAf felt her teae flush the colour of a peony, but Glisson 
had her presence of mind about her. 

" Yott silly little donkey,** quoth she to the chiM> begin- 
ning to toss him in her arms, as if for sport, and turning 
M& faoe from t&e door, " it's not your aunt Philip, its Mrs. 
Banesbory. He has got a trick of calling all folks aunt 
Fhflip,** added Glisson, popping out an untruth in her per>- 
pTezity. 

Mm. Danesbury laughed, and returned to her own room, 
deeming she had accomplished her duty to the nurs^, in 
paying it a visit, and glad that it was over. 

Glisson looked in at the diamber door. She eould not 
aee Mrs. Philip Danesbury. "Why, where^why, she's 
mrer gone into my closet 1 " breathed Glisson to herself; "but 
rm tho fool for leaving the key in the door)" And when 
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Mrs. Philip emerged from it, Glisson, albeit not one of the 
blushing sort, turned as red as Jessy had just done. 

" She*s gone, is she not?" whispered Mrs. Philip. 

" All safe, and shut up in her own room, ma'am. She 
won't come again, I'll answer for it." 

Nurse, my petticoats have knocked a bottle down, and 
it is either broken, or else the cork has come out. It ap- 
pears to have gin in it." 

Gin I " repeated nurse Glisson in a tone of remonstrance. 
"Gin, ma'am?" 

" Well, I wondered, myself, what could bring gin in your 
closet; but it certainly is gin; there's no mistaking the 
smell." 

"Goodness mel " cried the nurse aloud, but as though she 
were deliberating a question with herself, " I never can have 
kept that drop of gin in there, since the night, ever so long 
ago, when I was bent double with the spasms — ^legs, and 
body, and chest, all in a cramp together I " 

"How ill you must have beenl" said Mrs. Philip, with 
sympathy. 

" Oh, awful — dreadful ! I remember some of 'em did run 
for some gin, frightened, maybe, lest I should be dying, and 
they drenched me with it. It must be the remains of ihtt, 
forgotten, all this while, in my closet. Oh, yes, I can scent 
it here," added Glisson, sniffing, " sure enough it's gin — nasty 
smelling stuflf I I'll see to it when you are gone, ma'am "^ 

" Good-bye," whispered Mrs. Philip to the child : and then 
Glisson told what mischief he had nearly caused. 

" You very treacherous little marplot ! " laughed Mw. 
Philip, as he gave him a shower of silent kisses. " Good- 
bye, nurse ; good bye, Jessy." And, with a light foot, she 
tripped along the corridor and down the stairs, and escaped, 
unseen by its new mistress, from Danesbury House. I 
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CHAPTER V. 

Cketain obrnges, in course of time, took place at Danesbiuy 
House. Few persons could be less alike than the late Miss 
St. George and the present Mrs. Danesbury: they were as 
two separate and distinct women, especially in the matter of 
temper, and Mr. Danesbury could not fail to observe that 
they were. The servants experienced it to their cost, and 
Isabel also, to hers. 

Isabel and her new mamma did not certainly get on well 
together, and yet, Isabel was a sweet tempered child, re- 
markably lady-like and graceful. Glisson spoke out openly, 
and in the hearing of her master: It was Mrs. Danesbury 's 
fractiousness," Mr. Danesbury knew that his wife was in 
delicate health, and he believed that must be the reason of 
her being so cross and irritable ; but, so far as Isabel was 
concerned, he speedily set about a remedy. A gentlewoman 
of superior mind and manners was taken into the house as 
her governess, and he gave the little girl into her companion- 
ship and charge. ** It will be less trouble for you," was the 
excuse he offered to his wife. Mrs. Danesbury seemed in- 
clined to rebel: she did not want a governess in the house, 
she said ; Isabel might be sent to a first-class school : but 
Mr. Danesbury was perfectly firm upon the point, and his 
wife saw that he was, and submitted. Arthur was away at 
school, having been placed out in the spring : strictly speak- 
ing, it could not, however, be called a school : a clergyman 
received half-a-dozen select pupils, and Arthur made one. 
Mr. Danesbury was one of those wise-judging fathers, who 
deem no money wasted that is spent upon education. 



54, 



DANESBUBT HOUSE. 



With the commg winter, a boy was bom to the second ' 
Mrs. Danesbury. It was named Robert, and Glisson was 
constituted its nurse, the care of little Master William being 
turned over to Jessy. But before this could be effected, 
Glisson and her mistress nearly came to a battle royaL In 
the first place, Glisson, though ready and willing «xi00gibta 
take to an infant of Mr. Danesbury, had m insuper^bW 
objection to be charged with any child of Mrs, Danesbury ; 
and, secondly, she vowed and protested that she would not 
give up William. But Glisson, like her betters, fouud her- 
self obliged to yield to circumstances. She was at liberty 
to remain in the house and attend to William, if she pleased, 
but not as head nurse, for whoever too^ charge of the' infant 
must fill that post. Of course, for Glisson to remaia in tho 
Danesbury nursery, and not be its head, was out of the. 
question ; therefore, with much outward crustiness, and in- 
ward heart-burning, she did at length consent to m^e the 
change. All this unpleasantness — and in Qlisson's opinion 
it had been nothing but unpleasantness for the past year — did 
not tend to improve Glisson's patience, nor yet her self«re8traint» 

One evening when spring was drawing on, and the infant 
was three or four months old, Mr. Danesbury being absent 
on a journey, Mrs. Danesbury retired to her room early, not 
feeling well. She heard the baby cry an unusual length of 
time, so, throwing on a shawl, for she was partially undressed, 
she proceeded to the night nursery. There sat Glisson, fast 
asleep. Mrs. Danesbury took up her struggling, ciying 
child, and turned to the nurse. 

" Glisson.'* 

Glisson took no notice. 

" Glisson I what is the matter with you ? How dare you 
sleep like this, when the child's screaming ? He might hav« 
been choked," 
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She shook the woman ronghly by the ann, and Glisson 
opened her eyes. Alas I she had been taking something 
which rendered it difficult to awake readily from her state of 
stupidity. Mrs. Danesbury stood confounded : and in the 
game moment she became conscious of a strong smell of gin, 
and saw an empty glass and spoon on the floor. 

Glisson rose up from her seat, staggered, and sank down 
hi it again. Mrs. Danesbury rang the bell violently, and 
Jessy came running up. 

Jessy," cried her mistneas, do you see this woman ? 
She has been drinking. She is drunk. ^ 

Jessy made some incoherent reply. She was aware that 
Glisson, though horror-struck and repentant at the time of 
her late mistress's death, had afterwards recommenced her 
habit of drinking gin. But Jessy did not consider that it 
was her place to betray her, especially as Glisson, so far as 
Jessy saw, xiever took sufficient to render her incapable of 
her duties. Mrs, Danesbury, giving the infant into Jessy's 
hands, proceeded to rummage the room, and found the gin 
bottle. Her passion rose with the sight. 

*♦ What am I to do with you, you wicked, drunken 
woman 7 " 

" No more drunk than you, ma'am," hiccut^ed Glisson — 
who was just well enough to be abusive. " Who says I'm 
drunk?" * 

" Jessy," cried Mrs. Danesbury, " did you see her drink- 
ing it?" 

" I saw her drink her ale at supper," replied Jessy. 

" I say, did you see her drink this f " sharply repeated Mrs. 
Danesbury, touching the glass with her foot. 

" No, ma'am. I have not been up stairs." 

** If you had seen her, and suffered her to drink herself 
into this state without informing me, I would have turned 
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you away in disgrace along with her," said Mrs. Danesbury 
" This must have been a nightly habit." 

" I do not come into this room at night," was Jessy's reply. 
" I have nothing to do here." 

" You shameless creature 1 " continued Mrs. Danesbury, 
turning to Glisson. " Is not your good strong supper ale 
enough for you, but you must drink gin upon it ? Shameful ! " 

"Highty tightyl" broke out Glisson, "gin upon alel 
DonH other folks do the same ? You have your strong ale, 
ma'am, at supper, and you can take your spirits after it : 
sometimes it's gin, and sometimes it's brandy, but you don't 
go to bed without one of 'em. It's shameful, is it, for a 
poor hardworking servant? What is it for you, ma'am? 
Where's the difference ? I suppose you can stand it best : 
more used to it, may be." 

Mrs. Danesbury was struck dumb with rage: and the 
more especially that she could not contradict the chief facts. 
For she did drink strong ale at supper, and she did, in gene- 
ral, take a glass of spirits-and- water afterwards. It was the 
custom to drink spirits at night at Mr. Serle's, and she. had 
recommenced it after she became Mrs. Danesbury. The com- 
parison was not pleasant, and she began a passionate abuse 
of Glisson — ^which might have been more temperate, but for 
what she had herself taken. 

An imseemly quarrel ensued. Glisson was sullen and 
insolent, Mrs. Danesbury violent. She at length struck 
Glisson, in her passion, and ordered her to quit the house, 
then and there. 

Glisson refused to go. She was as obstinate as her mis- 
tress, and it ended by her remaining ; Jessy taking charge of 
the infant for the night. 

Glisson was in her sober senses the next morning, penitent 
and low-spirited. Mrs. Danesbury, cold, sulky, and unfor- 
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giving, stood over her while she packed her hoxes, and then 
ordered one of the men-servants to show her out of the house. 
This accomplished, she went into the day nursery, where sat 
Jessy with William and the infant. 

"I have heen thinking that I would prefer you to a 
stranger," said Mrs. Daneshury to Jessy. "Will you take 
Glisson's place, and I will engage another for Mastei 
WiUiam?" 

Jessy could only decline. The request gave her courage 
to say what she had been going to say for two or three 
weeks past — ^that she was soon about to leave. 
. " Have you any fault to find with the house?" imperiously 
demanded Mrs. Danesbury. 

" Oh no, ma'am. But — suppose I must tell you," stam- 
mered Jessy, " I am thinking of getting married." j 

"To whom, pray?" 1 

" To Bichard Gould, one of Mr. Danesbury's men. But I 
will stay a month or two, or even three, ma*am, if you wish, 
while you suit yourself." 

Mrs. Danesbury, in her exasperation, thought everything 
was going against her, and she turned away without vouch- 
safing an answer. 

Three or four mornings afterwards, Mr. Danesbury re- 
turned. His wife immediately gave him an account of Glis- 
son's misconduct ; truth to say, an exaggerated one. For, 
now that she had had time to cool down, she doubted whether 
her husband would approve of so summary a mode of dealing 
with an old and respected servant. Mr. Danesbury was 
proceeding to the factory afterwards, when he met Jessy and 
little William. The child held out his arms, and Mr. Danes- 
bury took him up. 

" Jessy," he exclaimed, " what a strange thing this is abou* 
Glisson I How came she to get into such a state ?" 
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" It W51S very unfortunate, sir." 

*^ DkL she actually strike her mistress ?^ 

" Oh no, sir," hastily answered Jessy, she did not da 
that. It was my mistress — " 

''Tour mistress ^hat?" said he, for Jeasy had 
stopped short. 

Speak out," continued Mjr. Dane^hury, in his kind bat 
commanding way, for Jessy still hesitated, " I wish to 
know the particulars of this af^ir." 

" It was my mistress struck her, sir.** 

" Did she not strike your mistress ? " 

« No indeed, sir, she did x^t so far fc^get hemalf as that 
She was abusive, and said things which she would not have 
8 lid had she been sober," 

Was it a nightly habit with her? 

" I am sure, sir, I hardly know what to say," was Jessy's 
rejoinder. Fm afraid she took a little occasionally, but I 
should think she was never like's she was that night" 

" Where is she gone ?" 

^ No one seems to know where, ^e has jiok been seen 
since." 

Mr. Danesbury put William down again, and was walking 
ol, but turned agmn. 

Jessy, I hear you are going to leave, tpo/* 

Jessy looked foolish. " Yes, sir." 

" We shall be sorry to lose you, for you have done your 
duty, but if folks will get married, why they will WTuch 
of the men is it ? Mrs. Danesbury forgot th^ name." 

It's Richard Grould, sir," answered Jessy, with down^cast 
eyes and a crimson fajce. 

" Richard Gould," slowly repeated Mr. Danesbury, as if 
pondering over the man's merits and demerits. '^Well, 
Jessy, he is a clever workman, and may rise to a good post 
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In tbe ostabiyimeiit. That is, if he pleases ; if ke will keep 
steady," 

Scarcely had Mr. Danesbury moved away, when a good<r 
looking young man in a workman's dress, approadied Jessy^ 
from an opposite direction. It was Richard Gonld. 

Jessy, wasn't that the master ? " he as^ed, before h9 
had weU reached her. 

"Xes." 

" I must be off into the factory, then. When the master's 
pycs are about, there's no skulking for anybody." 

You ought to be as diligeni when he is absent as whea * 
he is present, Richard." 

^ Oughts don't count always, my little moraliser. Tm 
diligent enough." 

" Richard, I saw Mr. Harding yesterday. What do you 
think he ssjd?" 

" Anything about me ? " 

" That you were getting to go out wath the men to the 
public-houses after work. And if he saw that you continued 
to do it^ he should write to my father to stop our wedding.** 

" I don't go to the public-houses," returned Biehard Gould. 

" He said you were there on Saturday night." 

" Saturday night? Well; I believe I did go in for aQ 
hour with Foster. It did not harm me." 

^' And on Thursday night also,** she continued. 

What an audacious Stop," cried Richard, puUing 

his speech suddenly up, " don't let me tell a stoopy. Thurs- 
day night?— that was the night I was hunlang fof Jaokson. 
I had to get instructions from him about the moming'a 
work, and found him at the Pig and Whistle. I sat the long 
spell of half-an-hour with him at the Pig, and drank on^ 
glass ale, whi(^ he stood treat foir. Much harm thsk% 414 
lOfl,didli*titl'* 
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"It is not the harm it does now that matters, but the 
getting into the habit. Uncle Harding says, if men onc6 
get into a habit of going to public-honses of a night, they 
are sure never to get out of it, and they don't know where 
it will end : and if no bad ending comes, it runs away with 
money that might be spent better." 

" That's all true," answered the young man, " and Mr. 
Harding need not fear that I am going to get into it. Pshall 
speak to him about this. Good-bye, Jessy." 

Do what they would, they could not hear of Glisson. Mr, 
Danesbury made enquiry, but was unable to trace her, and 
a strong fear, a dread which he would not mention to any 
one, was beginning to dawn over him — whether, in her 
grief and despair at the exposure which had taken place, 
and at being turned from her many years' home, she might 
not have committed suicide. In three or four weeks, how- 
ever, tidings came from Glisson herself. She was in Lon- 
don, and now sent to draw out of Mr. Danesbury's hands a 
sum of money which he held for her at interest. It was 
£130, all she had saved, except the wages paid her by Mrs. 
Danesbury the morning of her departure. Mr. Danesbury 
wrote to her, as did Mrs. Philip Danesbury, kind letters, 
enquiring her plans, and so forth, but Glisson never 
answered. 

Yes ; Glisson had found her way to London. She had a 
brother living there, and she went to seek him. His address 
was somewhat vague : — ^Daniel Low, Cow Comer, Commer- 
cial Road. Nearly a half day spent Glisson, hunting out 
Cow Comer, and then nearly another half enquiring after 
Daniel Low. At last she met a man, who was hawking 
cauliflowers upon a flat board or barrow, and he, hearing the 
name, said there was a Dan Low in *Miis line," and he 
liviid in Casii Court, Whitechapel. Glisson thought if his 
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line meant crying vegetables about the streets, Her brother 
must have considerably fallen : he used to be a respectable I 
market gardener ; or, as they call it in London, a green* ! 
grocer. 

It was evening when Glisson emerged from Cow Con er 
and its alleys, to find out Cass Court, and the street lamps 
were lighted. It was the first evening she had ever spent 
in London ; moreover, it was Saturday evening, and Glis. 
son was thunderstruck — bewildered, with the noise, the 
bustle, the glare, and confusion. Every tenth house, or so, 
was a flaring gin-shop — a palace, as they are called — and 
veritable palaces did they appear to the astounded Glissor. 
She stopped opposite the first she came to, and gazed !n 
mute admiration. Its brilliant lamps were beautiful with 
colours and devices ; and its warm, pleasant stream of light 
came flashing across the street every time the door opened. 
Glisson got jostled by the crowd at its doors ; but, so in- 
tense was her entrancement, that at first she did not notice 
what an unhallowed crowd it was. Soon she sprang 
away to avoid their contact. Contact with them I Glisson 
shuddered, and looked at them. Could they be human beings ? 
The rags and the tatters — ^the scarce covered nakedness, were 
not the worst : Glisson had seen that in street beggars ; but 
such forms and faces as these, she never had seen. The 
ghastly squallor of the thin features, the dreadful eyes, the 
scarlet lips, struck upon her with awe ; while the counte- 
nances gave out that look of apathy, of paUid despair, which 
told that the crushed, diseased spirit was fast galloping on 
to death. Glisson drew herself beyond their circle, and 
stopped again to look at them ; and the sight never was 
erased from her memory during life. Such as had money 
were pouring in and out at those swinging doors ; and such as 
had not, vented their anger and misery aloud outside. She did 
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well to close her ears with her two fingers ; for they had never 
yet heard such language, sin, and blasphemy, so great as 
that crowd was shouting-— and it was well that eaars never 
should hear it, be they those of man or woman. 

Glisson roused herself and continued her way. She 
seemed to have gazed her fill, both at the palace and its * 
visitors. A few steps fiirther she came upon another. ^ 
"What, ainotherl" uttered Glisson, in her surprise. Yes, 
thwe was ; it was on the opposite side of the street, and tt 
emitted the same tempting flood of gorgeous light, and the 
same sort of hideous mob was blocking up its entrance. A 
prolonged stare, and on stepped Glisson again ; but soon she 
came to another halt, for there was actually a thhrd. She 
began to think they must be common ; and she was right. 
They were scattered everywhere; and not only in that 
street, but in all the others, round about, and across again, ■■ 
and down turnings, and up lanes, and were especially pre- 
valent at COTners — ^more dark misery, more raving sin ; and 
a thought darted into the mind of Glisson (whatever her owii 
poractice had been) — ^Upon a dty, so contaminated, could the 
divine blessing rest ? 

Intemperance is, indeed, as a very plague spot in tho 
metropolis. It is heard of in mansions — ^it is seen in dens- 
it staggers through the streets, lurking in the alleys and the 
dark comers — ^it mes aloud from the police courts — it fills tine, 
prisons and the hospitals — and it taints with its black infection 
our homes and hearths. It is the curse of England's poor* 
Glisson saw enough of it that night, and of the &cilities 
afford^ for its indulgence. How many of that unhappy- 
crowd might have been arrested in their downward course ; 
nay, never have entered upon it, but for the terrible tempta- 
tions thrust upon them every hour, and at every step, by 
tliese meretricious liquor shops! Numbers of them wera. 



^e^otabk once, liatd-T;«t)Tkkig, bsA ootttented, tiiitfl the 
stealthy vice insinuated itself upon them. Not all at once 
dkl it come, in its fall baleful aspect ; btit gmdually and 
imperceptibly: moderation grew to deep drinking, deep 
drinking to excess, excess to an impossibility to abstain; 
tand there they were now, crowding round— fescinated by 
tiie subtle glare— 4he poisonotis snares of that destroying 
place, false as the name given to it ! 

Gliflson, an in a maze, at length reached Cass Coort, after 
ttumy turnings and some mis-direc^ns, and at the entrance 
of Cass Court, Glisson paused, afraid to enter it. It was 
but one of many other such " Courtis," and the same features 
were seen in all. The tumble-down, dirty bouses nearly 
touched each other, so narrow was the space between them; 
while, from the dilapidated windows, hung old cords, on 
which were stretched rags to dry. As Glisson went gingerly 
up it, her skirts lifted, and picking her way, the inhabi- 
tants flocked after her, so different was she from the natives 
Usually seen there. A respectaMe looking wonian in a 
claret-coloured merino gown, a warm Paisley shawl, and a 
straw bonnet, lined and trimmed with black velvet, gloves, 
and an umbrella, was indeed a phenomenon for Cass Court to 
stare at. Men, some tolerably decent, others whose clothea 
hung upon them in the best way the dilapidations would 
permit, leaned against the walls, smoking short pipes; 
Women, worse off still in the matter of garments, stood 
screaming and scolding, their hair hanging about their ears, 
lis if they had quarrelled with combs uid brushes, altogether 
miserable objects to look upon ; and children sat about, or 
lay in the gutter — such children as Glisson had nevtBT seen 
yet. She piloted her way amidst the lot, and addressed 
ittrself to a man who wore a civil face. 
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** Can you tell me whether a person named Dffiiiel Low 
lives here?** 

" Dan Low ; yes. That's where he hangs out," — pomtmg 
to one of the houses opposite. '* Front room, first pair." 
: Glisson looked at it in douht: she knew her brother had 
not been prosperous of late years, by the many calls ha, 
had made, or tried to make, on Glisson's purse, but she 
could not believe he was reduced to live in this sort of 
plight, in a Cass Court Just then a woman put her face to 
a broken pane of glass in the room indicated, and the man 
spoke. 

Here, missis ; here's a lady asking after your Dan." 
" After our Dan I What's he been up to ? " 
" 'Taint that sort o' thing. It's a stranger." ^ 
" He ain't at home yet : he's on his rounds." 
** Better go up, if you want 'em," concluded the man to 
Glisson. 

She proceeded to the room indicated. It was nearly bare 
of furniture, save for a rude bed (or what served for one) 
down in a comer : a more miserable habitation it was almoet 
impossible to conceive, and Glisson's courage died out as 
she gazed at it. The woman was washing some things in a 
tub, which things would soon be hung in the room to dry : 
could it really be her brother's wife ? Glisson had seen her 
once, and then she was a pretty young woman ; now all 
signs of prettiness were gone ; her face was wrinkled, wear<> 
ing a perpetual look of hard care, and her hair had turned 
grey — sactti hair I sticking out over her head, a tangled 
mass. 

" Are you Emma Low? " 

The woman fixed her eyes wonderingly on the intruder, 
" Why— it's not— it's never Mrs. Glisson 1 " 
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^ YeS| if ■ m^" B&id Glisson. BmYt yon a oiudr, or 
aaajr&iDg I can sit down Bpon for a ndiiute : I am qidta 
QYcraome ai finding you in this state." 

]&nma Low bronght forward a- chair from wioeh the ftuk 
«eai was goaiei but she eh^ped a pieoe of board wacoui it, 
and Glisson sat down. " What a dreadful place to live in I *• 
ths uttered* ** I wonder the dose air doesn't kill jcnx ! " 

" Well, I thought it bad when we first came here/* »e- 
tumed the wife ; " but we got uaad to ii. So you be in 
Londoal'' 

''How's Daniel? and h»w ase the ohildr«i?'' adted 
Glisson. 

"Middling. Dan's on his rounds : he won't be here fbr 
another hour yei» Saturdays is busy nights with 'em. The 
young 'una be oai in the oourt, and about." 

^Whai do you xaean by DamdTa wundst" ^oesticmed 
Glisson^ puzzled at the word* 

" Dan's a costermonger now ; he hawks things abont tlw 
streets in his hand-barrow, aad we oaU it going his rounds. 
Hahas studc to-it ever sinca our bufeiaMs fidled." 

" Saw did it oome ta Hail ? " asked GOissoxi. 

" Ah I how do things cKsae to &il ? Ql luck : and eK- 
penserwas great" 

"Is Daniel steady?" 

" He's -prMy well : better than warn oraimd tc* He 
might be steadier if he would, and then we shouldhcve hi^ 
our shop on, and a good roof oiw eur headsk" 

" Do you manage U> f^ a living? '" continued CHusstenu 
" Of course we get a Kving, sitoh as it i% ov else iw sbDnlct 
be on the tramp, or ftt the workhouse. Bat xfs-slarving, 
half the time. I'm sorry I hav# g^ nothing is'tiie place lo 
askyou to kave^" sheadded^ " and till Don ^n^Sc home I 
dMi!t possfiss 9k sin^ eoj^^." 

F 
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Oh/' said Glisson hastily, turning against the idea of 
eating in such an atmosphere, " I could not take anything, 
it you had your cupboard full. I went into a coffee-shoj) 
and got a cup of tea and some bread and butter, and I am 
tired to death, for I have been looking for you three parts of 
the day." 

''Have you come to London with the family?" asked 
Mrs. Low. 

"No, I have left them." 

"Left them I " was the echo. " After being there so long ! " 

"My mistress died," said Glisson, "and there's a second 
mistress now, and I did not take kindly to her, nor she to 
me." 

The children came in, one by one, three of them, the 
eldest about eleven, and they were severally put to bed — 
after the fashion of putting to bed prevailing in that locality. 
Their upper garment was taken off, their rags were kept on," 
and they lay down. 

" They have not said their prayers," cried Glisson. 

"Prayers I" uttered Emma Low in an accent of much 
surprise, while the children stared vacantly. " Oh law I we 
don't have time for those sort of things here." 

" Where do you and Daniel sleep ?" next asked Glisson. 

"There I" 

"There I on that bed, with all the three children?" re- 
turned she. 

" Where else are we to sleep ? 'Twasn*t comfortable when 
we had first to do it ; but it's astonishing how you get used 
to a thing, when there's no help against it." 

"And yoxmgDan?" continued Glisson. "And Mary? 
I suppose he's but with his father." 

"Indeed he's not. Young Dan has set-up for himself. 
He has left us, and got a barrow, and goes round with' 
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winkles and herrings, and such like, or fruit when it*s in. 
He has took-up with a girl, and she goes round with him. I 
b'lieve they get a living, somehow." 

Glisson did not penetrate to the meaning of the phrase 
" took-up," in the sense it was spoken, or she would have 
wondered more than she did ; but the rest of the information 
1 afforded her considerable amazement. ** Why, Dan is only 
f sixteen ! " she replied ; " he's only a boy." 

" There's hardly a boy of that age in our Court, but what 
thinks himself a man," was Emma Low's answer. As to 
Polly, she's out on her own account, too. It makes less 
mouths to feed at home, and folks, come to what we have, 
can't afford to be nice, and to stick at trifles." 

She sighed deeply as she spoke. Glisson, full of strange 
doubt, but not venturing to ask questions which might 
solve it, sat in silence, and at that juncture a little boy came 
up the stairs. 

" Can you lend mother a bit o' candle, please ? and she'll 
pay it back again when father's home." 

"I hav'nt got a morsel but this I'm using, Jemmy, or 
else, tell yonr mother, she might be welcome to it," replied 
Mrs. Low. 

The boy did not go away immediately. He stood looking 
down at the three faces in the bed. 

" He is thinking there's enough of 'em there for one bed," 
spoke Glisson in her ignorance. 

Emma Low could not forbear a faint laugh, though she 
and merriment seemed to have parted company long ago. 
" Here, Jemmy," said she to the boy, " tell that lady how 
you sleep in your room." 

'* We all sleeps in a big bed," said he, turning up his wan 
face to Glisson, with a good-humoured smUe ; ** it's as big as 
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That, waft about » third less large than the one CSim 
had enjoyed to herself at Daaeebury Hoosft 

But tell who sleeps iu it, Jemmy/' persisted Mm. Lvm 
£*ather, aud. UM)ther, aud Catkierijiey and the "bM^, at 
the top ; aud me, and Neddy, and Saxo^ at the bottom,'* was 
the ready auswor. 

" So that's two more thaa our lot,'' said Exnioa Iiow to 
Glisson, as the boy wcot out. 

Daniel Low came in. He was dressed pretty tidily in 
CustiaD, and was excessively astonished to see his Bister 
He- gave her a hi&tory of his downfall, ascribing it to emty 
cause but the right. one-~drink. He had brought hasBe 
money, and his first thought was hospitality : one of iim 
children was roused from the bed, and sent to the palaoe at 
the comer Cass Court, for a pint of Old Tom," and Urn 
three sat down and ^isoussed the gin, Emma Low prondii|^ 
hot water and three cracked tea-cups. Then he put GUflBCH 
into aa omnibus which would take her to the inn where she 
had arrived late the previous night, and where she had 
hfir boxes. 

JiA a child's mind gradually awaJcens to the wtmdm <f • 
the world, so did Glisson's senses awake, by degrees^ to tiw 
wonders of Cass Court. She was alone in London, know^ 
nobody, and the first shock — ^the first distaste gone aS, wbm^ 
natuxaUy smight. her reUtKais crften* Glisson's heart was 
good; and she was deliberating whether she ooold uafe 
assist them to xiae out of their Mien «nd most undeainlile 
position. Henee she sj^t many an hour in Cass GouoH^ 
audita evils, were progressively unfolded to her. Cass Cbvrt 
was not the worst of its kind ; others there were^ not km 
from ity the veiy hot4>eda of crime — shuzmed, even by the 
polifii^ as being, despeiatdy dangerous and wkked. TaiM 
Cass Court as a whole, it was honest ; and, taking it in obmb- 



pmdaoA, it WIS re8peetable-4ii oompttrison, mind^^h tli096 
oiher places Mattd at. Also, it was bard working ; but thd 
gseat failing of Gass Gotnt, was its dreadfdl poverfy — and 
Ikftt poverty was caused hy the fact that one half of what 
wm Mmed, was spent m drink. The occupation, followed 
Igr many of the men, was the same as that of Glis- 
ion's brother •'--they were costermongm in the London 
Btneets. Their social and moral state was mostly bad, and 
they did not care to rise from it. When the men were " off 
thdr roimds," and when those, pursuing other callings, had 
left work in the eyening, tiieh* abiding place was the ale> 
bouse or the gin-shop, or some low place of amusement, 
wh«re they could also get drink, or else take it with them. 
Too often their wives accompanied them : we say " ¥rives," 
ta we are writing for polite ears— ^lisson used to pay 
Hhsm the same compliment; but not one couple in ten were 
legally boulid together, or had ever been inside a church in 
ihair lives. Glisson imderstood now what the ** setting-up " 
meant. As boys and girls grew, l^ey left their parents, 
olher boys and girls doing the same, and set-up on their 
«m account: in pairs, of course. Children, of fourteen, 
^teen, eighteen years. The parents winked at it ; some 
went so far as to recommend it — in Mrs. Low's sentence, 
there was an emphatic meaning — " It's less mouths to feed 
at home 1 " The only stock-in-trad© necessary to set up with, 
ma a hand-barrow, and this they contrived to get, having a 
few shillings in reserve to purchase I3ie first load, whether 
stale fish, stale fruit, or stale v^tables. Thus they started 
ia life, and generally obtained enough to live — or, it may be 
mote correct to say, they obtained enough not to die. They 
also obtained drink ; whether food was had or not, drink 
must be found. They also enjoyed their evenings* amuse- 
Bdeat^ «nd they would «njoy thoiXL— -tho^ «xfi»sf^««tf^^ 
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and the drink constituting the ' paradise of their liye& 
Once Glisson was persuaded into going ; it was to a theaM- 
cal entertainment — ^if Her Majesty's chamberlain will not 
bring an action against us for calling it such. Glisson ptad 
for the lot : that is, for her party, a penny each, whidi was 
the price of admission to the theatre. The audience was 
numerous; men and women, boys and girls; some had 
pewter pots of porter to regale themselves with, some had 
stone bottles of gm, and short pipes were plentiful. The 
representation began, and Glisson stopped for a whole 
quarter of an hour, and then struggled out of the place, her 
face red, and her mind indignant, for such language, sudi 
ideas, she had never dreamt of. While the rest of the com- 
pany (such is use !) sat on, in an ecstacy of applause and 
admiration ; and, when it was over, left, only to look fomhurd 
with feverish impatience to the performance of the next night 
And that way of living, of spending the days and the nights, 
was a very fair specimen of the pursuits of the ladies and 
gentlemen of Oass Court. 

But how was it that they did not strive to lift themselves 
out of degradation so great ? Need Glisson have asked ? It 
was the daily indulgence in stimulating liquors that had 
perverted their minds and seared their hearts. They learnt 
to love drink in their childhood ; as soon as they could carry 
a pewter pot to their lips, they relished the taste of beer ; 
as soon as they could get gin, they indulged in it: and 
philosophers tell us that use is second nature. The* love of 
liquors, ere they became men, was confirmed and strong, it 
had grown with their growth : and if they could have over- 
come the inward craving for it, they never could battle with 
the temptations to indulge in it, which beset them all 
around. 

Some few in Cass Court, a very few, had once been in a 
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superior class of life, they Had been gentle people. Header I 
you do not believe it ; but I am telling you nothing but 
truth. How could they have fallen from their pinnacle, to 
shame and misery such as this ? How indeed ! Ask them- 
selves. Its bare recollection, even now, causes them a 
shudder : a sickening shudder as they glance back at the 
marked features of their downward progress. It was ^' the 
drink," they will tell you. Yes, it is always the drink. 

Glisson's relations had neither been gentle people nor 
first-lass trades-people (speaking of their grade), but they 
had fallen from comfort and respectability, and Glisson felt 
it her duty to extricate them from the contamination and 
distress of Cass Court. Of course, they were not backward 
in seconding her wishes. Indulgence in drink had been the 
chief cause of her brother's downfall, but they kept the fact 
from her. He had wasted both time and money in it, which 
had led to difficulties, and thence to ruin. He persuaded 
Glisson that if she would advance the means to set him up 
anew in his old trade, he should not fail to do well, perhaps 
realise an independence. Glisson acceded ; and it was for 
that purpose she withdrew her money from the hands of 
Mr. Danesbury. A shop was taken in Hatton Garden, (for 
in Glisson's opinion the farther they got away from Cass 
Court, the better,) and opened in the coal and green-grocery 
line, and Glisson was to reside with them, the best room on 
the first floor being assigned to her. Such was the plan 
entered upon, and we shall see in a little time how it 
prospered. 
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I5HAPTE11 VI. 

X« was ft {six seene. The golden gleam of summer abow 
iqxm the land, ihe luxuriant oom already gave token of « 
plentiful harvest, the grateful scent of the new-mown hajr 
told that the grass was cut, and the cattle were lazily 
stietched beside the glittering pools. Especially peaceful 
seemed the still air, the calm landscape^ as these fair 
country scenes do seem, on the Day of Rest. 

Walking home from morning service, was a group, amidst 
other groups. Mr. Danei^bury, his daughter and her govor 
ness, and his four sons, Arthur, William, Robert, and Lionel: 
for the time has gone by, reader, and Robert Danefibuiy, 
the young infant, is now eight years old, and his brother 
Lionel is seven. Two children only had the second Mrs. 
Danesbury. 

Mrs. Danesbury did not attend church that day : she had 
one of her nervous headaches and remained in bed: she 
often did have them ; the servants declared they came on 
from her indulged fits of ^'temper;" but whatever may 
have been their cause, they did not tend to render the house 
more pleasant. 

ArUiur had returned from keeping his first term at Cam- 
bridge : though intended to be only what his father was 
before him, a commercial man, the very highest educational 
advantages were being afforded him. To say that Arthur 
was growing up good-looking, would not be saying enough : 
a more noble-looking youth, both in face and form, it was 
impossible to conceive : lofty in mind, lofty in person, lofty 
in coimtenance, was Arthur Danesbtury. 
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:|Iz8, J>mmAmj had naen when thej got home, andthdy 
•ulilowii to dinnez^ whieh wis always tsken metlj on the 
Sundajf . Jxthnr snd Isabel drank water, ab was oustotnary, 
hul heer was supplied to iho three yoanger boyfh-«iid there, 
iat those young chUdren, lay the error ; for the first Mrs. 
Danesbury's theory was right. When the cloth was re- 
moTed, a fall glass of rich wine was poured out for them ; 
ift was the usual Sunday's treat, tiie accompaniment to 
feoAk and cakes ; they were all three fond of it ; they had 
l^amtd to be ; and ^y somehow, in their little minds, con- 
nected the wine and Sunday together, and believed the 
wine must be a very good thing, as they always had it on 
that day. 

Mts. Danesbury, the present, had been posittTe on this 
foint : it may be said, obstinate. She would not bring them 
up to drink water. She would not let Ihem taste it at their 
meals ; and, if they complained of thirst in Ihe day, would 
wder a glass of taBie beer brought in for them. The ihct, 
that it had been the wish and maxim of the first Mrs. Danes- 
bury, no doubt influenced her in thus acting ; for a jealous 
feeling towards that lady's memory — ay, and towards her 
diildren — rankled in her heart Mr. Danesbury did not 
inteifore. Always a temperate man himself sprung from a 
temperate family, and partaking, whether of wine or beer, 
only in strict moderation, he saw no harm in the children's 
doing so, and never cast a thought as to its bringmg harm 
for the future. 

But there is other training required from a mother to a 
child, besides that desirable one of confining its drink to 
water. Few are more deeply impressed with the respomi- 
bility resting on a mother, or more earnestly anxious for her 
ddldren's weUSore, than had been the first Mrs. Danesbury: 
fiofw, letQB hope, are more cocelesa of it than ww1^«i0brA. 
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I speak of welfare in the highest sense of the term,— that 
they should be great and good here, and inheritors of eternal 
life hereafter. Isabel, Mrs. Danesbury, knew that this sort 
of welfare can best be attained (I had almost said, only be 
. attained) by incessant care, and watchfulness, and training 
of a child, from its very earliest years. She never omitted 
to take her child, Arthur, from the time he was two years 
old, to herself, for ten minutes after breakfast. She would 
put him on her knee and read a little, and talk to him about 
. Grody and about his own childish duties — ^what he must do, 
what he ^must not do. She would speak in a low, persuasive, 
loving voice, which, of itself, was sufficient to draw the love 
of the child. Generally speaking, but not so invariably as 
in the morning, for engagements sometimes prevented her, 
she would take him so in the evening, and whisper pleasant 
words of angels loving him and watching over him in his 
sleep. She rarely failed to hear him his prayers herself, not 
trusting even to Glisson, for, as a general rule, servants do 
not care whether they are said reverently or irreverently. 
In the day time, she had him with her a great deal, and was 
always striving to form his mind for good. One thing which 
she impressed fully upon him was, that this world was not 
his home ; that, at the best, he would be in it but a short 
period ; and she taught him to live so as not to dread death. 
Before she was taken from him, Arthur's mind, naturally a 
tractable one, had been moulded wellf and he had learned the 
fact that he had grave responsibilities upon him, momentous 
duties to fulfil, and that, as his conduct was, so would his pros- 
perity and happiness be. These seeds ne ver could have been 
eradicated from Arthur Danesbiuy's heart. Even had he been 
consigned to the charge of his step-mother, his own sense of 
right, so efficiently imparted to him, and the exceeding rever- 
ence, tiie perfect love, he had borne for his mother would have 
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kept him safer But the clergyman with whom he was placed 
proved an admirable seconder of the principles of Mrs. Banes- 
bury. Isabel had been taken by her mother in like manner, 
and her governess was a Christian gentlewoman, so that she 
was also fortunate. But the other children ; how was it 
with them ? 

. Eliza, Mrs. Danesbury, had about as much notion of this 
sort of training as the man in the moon. She was certainly 
anxious for the welfare of her children, but all in a tem- 
poral point of view : she hoped they would be grand and 
rich men, and rise to eminence in the world. She was very 
fond of them, and indulged them much, but she took no 
pains, except wrong ones, to correct their tempers; pam- 
pered and indulged, they, would be often passionate and 
naughty, Robert especially ; sometimes she did not check 
them at all, and sometimes, if she was in an ill humour her- 
self, she would punish them with inexcusable harshness, 
beating them with severity. She never impressed upon 
them that they had duties to perform to themselves and to 
others, children though they were ; she never spoke of the 
necessity of self-restraint, or taught them when to exercise 
it. As to their religious obligations, they were taught their 
prayers, and would repeat them to the nurse who had suc- 
ceeded Glisson, hurrying them over at railroad speed, and 
they were made to learn the catechism, and were taken to 
church, all in a genteel, orthodox sort of way, very well for 
show, but very unserviceable for use. If the boys did pick 
up a glimmer of anything better, they got it from Mr. Danes- 
bury, who would often gather them around him on a Sun- 
day evening, read to them, and talk seriously to them. But 
the duty of implanting serious lessons lies with a mother, 
far more than with a father, and Mrs. Danesbury did not 
attempt them. She was fidgety about their appearance — 
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tiiat their dre0B fboiild be btndwnne, Bhrays in order; ifto 
me anxious that they vlurald be polite in manner, wid'Aeen 
il ended. Williaoiy of oomrse, is incloded in these remaiks, 
though he did not comein for much tiidnlgenoe ; bnt Williatt 
had Qsie advantage not enjoyed by Bobert and Lionel — he 
was often at Mrs. Philip Danesbury*B. And that lady, sob- 
peoting, or lath^ knowing, the state of affaira at home, 
strove to supply to him the part of a mother. Stall it vnm 
not like regular watchfulness, uninterrupted progress, fior 
what was done at Mrs. Philip Danesbury's, was tmdone «t 
home. Mrs. Danesbury very much disliked Mrs. FfaHlp, 
and would not suffer her own boys to go there, except for a 
fonnal visit now and then. Ton will gather from these 
remarks, that the young Danesburys were growing vtp 
without acquiring any moral safeguard within themselves, te 
keep them from the evil temptations of the world, wiik 
wbkk they must sometime be brought into contact. 

One day when Arthur was at home, he took William to 
his room, talked to him, and told him he wished he would 
confine his drink to water. 

" I don't like water, Arthur. Beer is nicer." 

" But you are aware — ^you have heard — ^that our own 
mamma wished us to drink it : and you would so very much 
oblige me by doing so." 

Truth to say, the last argument had most weight with 
William ; for he was very fond of Arthur, and wished to do 
what he desired. So the next day at dinner, he requested 
the servant to give him water, not beer. He made a face 
over it, however, and put it down as soon as tasted, upon 
which Mrs. Danesbury said some mocking words lb him, 
which set him still more against the water ; and she actually, 
positively, told her own two children that they might that 
day have a doable portion of beer if they wished it, t» 
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^"iOBidi Artfanr bbbscu** After dixuMT, Wiliiam whispered to 
Arthur tiiat he 'was yery soirj, but he nover should be able 
to drink the *' nasty WAter** with dinner. Of oonrse he could 
not; the child had nerer been accustomed to drink it; 
Hhh Banesbuxy had giTen him the taste foratroDger things. 

On thift Sunday, as they sat at dimser, Arthur was de- 
aonbing' to them hk uaxrersity life. He appeared to have 
formed a close friendship there : it was with a young man of 
his own age^ who had matricukted at the same time as him- 
adf, the Honoiiirable Beginald Dacre. 

^ Those colkge frioidships do not continue in after life^ 
Aftimr>^ obserred Mr Dmsbury. 

" Mine witiL Dacre will not, I daresay/' replied Arthur^ 
'^ibr mnr paths will lie far apart. He wiU be a peer of the 
rmlm ; but Arthur Danesbury of the iron works. Bui it 
ift Y&ty pleasant, while it does last^ I like him excessively, 
and keep him out of mischief : but for me, he would be onser 
head and ears in 

Yoa keep him oui of mischief I laughed Mr. Danesbmy., 

Arthur laughed also. ^ It is true thoi^b, sir." 

On the afternoon of the fcdbwiagday, Monday, Mr. Danes- 
Vw3F vse waUdngp-^^ong a somewhat unfrequented path at 
the back of hia factory, when a woman aB in rags, a beggar 
vpjpneailj, came in view. He took no notioe of her; he 
was deep^ih thought ; but. tiift beggar halted as he passed^ 
Master!" 

It was Glisson I Mr. Danesbury was shocked when ke 
recognised her. She leaned against tiie wall, and broke out 
into walls and sobs. 

^ Oh master I my dear ntaatec 

" QlisaDn, what baa ht^penedl How is it^tiiat yon ara 
like this?'' 
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no home and no food, and nobody in the wide world to give 
me shelter. I was coming to the old familiar home-place, to 
sit myself down in the fields and to die." 
" You appear to be ill, almost helpless I " 
That's what the rheumatic fever has left me. I caught 
it, and the parish doctor says I shall never have the proper 
use of my hands and arms again, and my legs totter under 
me." 

" What have you been doing since you left us ? " 

" Ah I what have I been I When Mrs. Danesbury turned 
me out — ^and most cmelly she behaved to me ; ay, master, 
I must say it, though she is your wife, and may the Lord 
help the poor children when they fall under her temper I— I 
went to London. Not direct ; for I staid here and there upon 
my road ; I was almost mad, what with one wretched thought 
or other. All at once I thought I'd go off to London and 
find out my brother and his wife. Well, sir, I did ; and 
a fine state I found them in. Oh, sir, those that live in the 
country have need to be thankful, for they don't know what 
some parts of London is ! It's just a hell upon earth." 

" You drew out your money, Glisson." 

*^ Yes, sir ; I lent it to them to set up again, — a hundred 
pounds of it, the odd thirty I kept myself ; and he took a 
green-grocer's shop, and I lived with 'em. That's eight years 
ago. And how long did the fine shop last ? Not four years 
the profits were swallowed up, and they are all gone to the 
dogs again." 

" But what have you been doing ? " 

" Nothing. I have just grubbed on with 'em in their vice 
and wretchedness ; selling my clothes, and starving till I can 
starve no longer, so I resolved to come home here to die. " I 
have been six days walking it. Master John." 

Master John 1 the old familiar title of his boyhood. > 
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Glisson," he resumed, in a tone of deep commiseration, 
have you relinquished that unfortunate habit, which they 
tell me you took to ? " 

She shook her head, " No, sir." 
"Nol" 

The craving for drink has grown upon me. My odd 
poimds went in it. It's more to me now than food," 
"OhGUssonI" 

" As long as I was in your house, sir, I kept it under : I 
should have kept it under still, for I knew I must do it. I 
did drink a drop at times, but not much to harm me. What 
possessed me to take so much the night Mrs. Danesbury 
found me, I can't tell. But, up in that dreadful London, in 
the midst-of bad example, with nothing but poverty, and 
ruin, and rags, and famine around me, and flaring gin-shops 
at every turn of a step, which make the best drink when 
they would not— that did for me. It does for thousands. 
My brother might have been sober enough, but for them 
enticing places, and his business would have gone on." 

" Glisson, what could have been your inducement to fall 
into such a habit ? " enquired Mr. Danesbury. " What was 
the, commencement ? " 

*.*Po you remember a cook you once had, sir? — a fat, red- 
faced woman ; Dolly, we used to call her in the kitchen ; 
one of the best cooks that ever came into the house. She 
left just after William was bom." 

" Yes, I do remember her," said Mr. Danesbury, who had 
been casting back his thoughts. 

" She taught me. She drank gin ; a great deal of it. As 
soon, as ever my mistress had been into the kitchen in a^ 
morning to give orders, she'd begin; and she never left off 
throughout the day. Yet she would send up her dinner 
properly, and do her work well, and never show it. 
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was no baby Hkm, for little John had died^ and £ look to 
steal domx stairs at zught, And sit witibi her in tl» Mteben, 
after the servants had gone to bed, and drmk some wift lur. 
I got a liking for it, Master John, and it stndi: to me : and 
I. could not leave it ofif." 

GUsson/' he uttered, after a panse, a sharp paz^ siriMng 
him like a dart, oould it be, that this was the eaose of your 
giving the child the laudanum — and so leading to the death 
©f your mistress 7 *• 

''Too true; too true!'' she shrieked. And i hare had 
zny dear mistresses face before me eirer since, and I hcve 
drank worse^ to drown it. Fare ye well, sir; fare ya'wett 
for ever." 

She turned oSf sohbingp and moaning ; snd Mn JkBUU^xxtf 
saw her sink down behind a tree at .some distjBioa. 

What should he do with her? He oould isob let her 
starve. Painful as had been the last reyelation to him^ ko 
yet felt that he must give her succour. He was a oonsider* 
ate, benevolent man, and he would have been so to an. enemy. 
Thomas Hairding approached, azid Mr. Danesbuvy in&Mmed 
him of what had occurred. 

It never was that object I saw pass round, as I was 
waiting at the gate to give the signal for the bell!'' he ex- 
elaimed* A bundle of rags,, sir; bent, as if with age, idth 
a stick in her hand to lean upon?'* 

" The same," answered Mr. Danesbury ;. " that was €Hi»- 
son. Harding, I must get somebody to take het m. Do 
you think any will be found to have her?** 

*^ Plenty, sir , if only from the respect they owed your 
kte mother, whose servant she wa& liOt it once be knomif 
that it is your wish^ and twenty wili oome forwiu:d»" 

I will pay 8 weekly sum for her. siuppotft* Do yoo 
arrange it for mc. Let her be oomfiirtable;.'^ 
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" I'll see about it at once, sir." 

" Ay ; she must be got in somewhere : look at her theine, 
under that tree." 

Before an hour had elapsed, a home was found for Glisson, 
and she was conveyed to it, sobbing bitterly. 



CHAPTER VII. 

How got on Jessy Gould? We had better see. She would 
have got on very well but for the public-houses ; but Richard 
had learnt to like them much. When her friends consented 
to her marrying Richard Gould, they looked forward to the 
prospect of his rising to a good position in the establishment 
of Mr. Danesbury, otherwise they would not have considered 
him a suitable match for her. And as yet, Richard, though 
more comfortably off than many, was not advancing as 
quickly as he might have done. They had four or five chil- 
dren, who were kept as clean and neat as their mother. 

It was half-past seven o'clock and Saturday night, and the 
bell rang at the Danesbury works for the men to go in and 
be paid^ Though so large a number of them, the arrange- 
ments were well-ordered and systematic, and by eight o'clock 
most of them were ready to depart. 

They passed into the yard, out at the great iron gates. A 
few proceeded to their homes, but the greater portion were 
hastening to the public-houses and beer shops, A group of 
eight or ten, Richard Gould being one, halted in consultation 
as to which house should be favoured with their company, 
and finally it was decided to honour the Pig and Whistle, 
down by the new bridge. 

O 



''Ay; let's. Jones said, last night, as tiiegr bad got a 
famous tap on at the Pig. Come along, Gonld, what be you 
stoj^ngfor?" 

mdiard Gould waa hesitating. It oocnrred to his memory 
that he had promised Jessy to bring his trages home -tiie 
minute he received Ihem, for she said she wanted a few 
shillings for something particular, and told him what it 
Avas. 

" I must step home first," said he. " I'll come after ye. 
My wife's waiting for some money." 

That's a shuffle, Gould. Tour wife gets her marketings 
on credit on the Saturday mornings." 

'' It isn't marketings : it's something else. I promised Td 
be home." 

''Bother I Tou don't go for to think as she'll trapes out 
to-night It's a-pelting cats and dogs. No woman won't 
lieave her fireside to-night, except them as can't help it, and 
your wife ain't one. Come along." 

Bichard Gould yielded — an easy, good-natured soul he 
was, swayed with the wind— and away the lot went, through 
the rain and mud, to the Pig and Whistle. 

The Pig and Whistle received them with due respect. It 
had got a blazing fire and a warm, light room to welcome 
them ; and once enseonced in it with their pipes and drink, 
they were as oblivious of homes, wives, children, and weekly 
marketings, as if such things existed not. A few, who " used" 
the house regularly, called for their scores, on entering, and 
settled up for the past seven days. The Pig and Whistle 
was a flourishing house now, for the workmen, who had for 
a long while been engaged erecting the new bridge in place 
of the dangerous old one, had patronised it extensively. 

Meanwhile Bichard Gould's wife was sitting at home, in 
all hope. They occupied one of the cottages in Prospect 
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it0W^ rm,t dwillnigs of three roonxB and a detaehed back 
kitchen ; or, as it was called, in local phi^aeology, a breiv;^ 
iBonse. The men inhabiting these cottages were all employed 
d the works; but there was a wide differende in their oo^- 
iaxstf and, consequently, in their hcnnes. Some drank their 
Hftges amy, and then huddled with their wives and fami- 
fies into the down-stairs room and the brewhouse, letting 
the two upper ones. Some of the wives were slatternly, 
tome tidy ; but, as a general rule, though it did not apply 
ii every instance, the slatternly wife and the: drinking hus^ 
bond went together. Some made, of these cottages, complete, 
pleasant dwellings, converting the brewhouse into a kitchen 
for the rough work — ^the washing and cooking — and the 
front room into a parlour. Jessy Gould, smart and nice in 
ftU things, was one who had done the last, fitting it up with 
• oai^t and glass, and pretty ornaments. lUchard spent a 
great deal morp in drink than he could afford, and this kept 
them poor ; but Mrs. Gould's friends often helped them, so 
that they were better off than most of the ^vorkmen of his 
grade. 

She sat at home in the parlour, busy at work finishing a 
ohild's frock, and expecting Biohai'd. Her children were 
in bed, and a small saucepan stood on the hob by the 
fire, containing some Irish stew for his supper. She had 
bought her marketings in the day — it was her custom to do 
BO, and to pay on the Monday. Too many a poor wifij 
eould not obtain even this short credit, and had to get ia 
everything on the Saturday night, if her husband and lu8 
wages came home in time. 

The clock struck nine, and Jessy Gould laid down \wr 
work with a sigh of despair. 

" He is off with the men again ! I am certain of it I H« 
might have come home this night, when. Ilci Vcok^ 
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wanted with the money." And her work went oa again, 
but more heavily. 

In the next cottage to theirs, lived a man of the name of 
Reed, an inferior workman. Mrs. Reed was in tribulation 
more dire than Jessy's, and was audibly lamenting that this 
was Saturday night, and that Reed had gone a-drinking 
again. She knew to her cost, the propensity he had to " go 
a-drinking," not only on Saturday nights, but on others, 
llie first step was to go after him, and try to get him home 
before he was too far gone, and half his week's money 
spent. She threw a shawl over her gown, put on her bon- 
net, blew out the candle, left the bit of fire safe, and opened 
the door. But she hesitated on the thrcshhold, for the wind 
and the rain came beating against her, threatening to wet 
her through and through. Turning her thin cotton shawl 
over her arms, bared to the elbows, for she had been hard 
at work, she locked the door, took out the key, and knocked 
at Richard Gould's. 

"Come in." 

"Good evening, Mrs. Gould. Fm come to ask you to 
let me leave my key here." 

She left her pattens at the door, and went in. " Ain't it 
a shame?" she began. "Here's that drunken brute of 
mine never come home again I He's off, as usual, with the 
rest; and he knows I have not got bit or drop in the house 
for to-morrow, neither candles, nor coals, nor even a bit of 
soap, I hadn't, to wasli the poor children with — so I had to 
put 'em to bed, dirty." 

"Ay; it is a shame," said Mrs. Gould. "They are all 
alike, I think. My husband promised to come home, and 
he has never come. We are invited to Mr. Harding's to 
dinner to-morrow, children and all, and I wanted to buy 
new shoes for the two eldest, for I'm not going to take them 
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there in their shabby old ones, which are off their feet, and 
Bichard knows the new shoe-shop won't give an hour's 
credit. The men are all alike." 

" No, they arc not all alike : I wish they were, if it was 
like your (Jould. If he do go out of a night, he don't get 
drunk, and drink all his money away, as that sot of a Beed, 
of mine, do." 

Jessy thought to herself that he drank away far more 
than he ought of it, but she did not say so. 

" Won't you sit down, Mrs. Reed ? " 

" Law no I I'm off to find him but, and get some money 
from him. It's hard lines with us, at the best, since our 
lodgers left, and it's harder when he gets drunk on wages 
night, for then the money melts like buttef. Not but what 
I'm loth to leave your fire, and turn out into it ; so com- 
fortable as you be here, to be sure I " 

The woman moved to the door, as she spoke. The rain 
was coming down in torrents. 

"You will get a dreadful soaking," exclaimed Mrs. Gould. 
" Have you an umbrella?" 

" A crazy old thing, bent and broke. But no umbrella 
won't be of much good to-night. Good evening for the 
present." 

Away she clanked in her pattens, through the garden 
gate and along the road. The first thing the wind did, was 
to take the " crazy old umbrella," and turn it inside out. 
She went on in the rain, not knowing at which of the publi»> 
houses she might find him, and with something very like a 
malediction in her heart on all of them. They were 
numerous, and she tried several unsuccessfully. It was a 
weary search, and she grew disheartened ; she was wet to 
the skin, and returned to Prospect Bow, hoping he had gone 
home. 



Hm he been for the ? Bhe asked, putting hei* htad 
inside Mrs. Gould's door. 

" No ; here it is. Have you seen anyUring of my Bu8» 
Itoftd?" 

" I have seen notiiing of eitiier of them. I insh th&'beerv 
Inntses were burnt 1" added Mrs. Beed, in exaspcxMon. 
" What a life is mine, to be tied to such a sot I** 

Back again to tiie search. She must have money for her 
marketings, and she must try and prevent him gettmg xDb- 
toxicated. J list before eleven o'clock, the hour when the shops 
dosed, she heard where he was. An acquainttoee, bent on 
the same errsnd as herse^, gave her the information that he, 
and about fifteen others, were at that noted public, 
Pig and Wbistl^, " a-toping theirselves stupid." 

" All that way I" exclaimed poor Mrs. Beed. She wmik 
splashing wearily on, till she arrived art it, and she aaked 
see him. He came sullenly out of the tap-room, p^ in 
mouth, chafing at the jokes of his companions, who adEed 
him if he was ih leading strings that his missis nrast come 
after him. He was fresh, not yet worse, and in a shockii^ 
'humour; for drink always ptrt him in one, though he was a 
eivil man when quite sober. 

" What do you want, a-coming hunting after me ? " he 
exdfldmcd with a scowl. 

" What do I want!" she retorted, " why money, for one 
thing. Ton know the house is empty. Coals, and oandles, 
and bread, and tea, and potatm, and soap, and salt, and 
meat 

He stopped her with an oath, threw down five shillmgi, 
and told her to go along, and get the things. 

" What is the use of five shillings ? " she asked, puahaig 
it back. But he buttoned up his breeches pockets, and told 
her she might take that, or none. 
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" Wont y<m ewi» home with me she resumed, not 
ehoosing to irgoe the mstter then. 

Home with her 1 was the answer. A prettf {lieee of im- 
pudence she must be, to ask that. 

Her wisnt \mk td tiie company and the tap-room, m he 
»p(dce^ abd 4die, in a tone between scolding and crying, calM 
ont ikat he must be a good-for-nothing brute, to keep her 
iM^wring about after him, on such a (Siiel night. 

Before she had time to quit the hospitable door of the Pig 
and Whistle, a slatternly woman, with a red face and b&M 
aspsdt, dashed into it, the rain dripping off her. 

^* Ib he here ? " she demanded, her breath i^ol^t of spirite, 
and her Yoioe unsteady. 

The limdk>rd's answer was a movement of Me Ihitmb in 
the cBreetion of the tap-room. She was passing towwds it 
with' a fierce stepj but he interpoised and stopped hm 

** KcKne of that, Bame Tailor. You can't go in there, ll> 
make a row : we know you of old. If you want hilftj 1*11 
fetch Wto out."' 

" Fetch him out then, and be quick about it." 

T&3S woman and her husband lived in a room in the tdwn 
— one room. They might have done so well, for he was a 
dev^ workman, but drink was his bane, always had been, 
fVom k young man, and drmk was now hers. Sh^ was 1^ 
smaii^ well-conducted, tidy young woman once, aftd Hhe 
made him a well-conducted wife. Tes, she was ; even ^tsm 
vih^, with her offensive words, and her bladt hair hanging 
about her face. But his confirmed ill coursed sotired her tem- 
per and broke her spirit; Her children, bom to rags MnA 
wrotc^iedness, died off as they came, dying principally «f 
huiiger. Cold, weary, and sick at heart., she used to gD 
huntfaig after him, as Mrs. Reed has just done sAer Imt htis- 
bud,. Mid he wduld meet her with abuse, insult^ si«i:«li.\aia^ 
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with blows. All the good that was in her was thrown' back 
upon her heart : maddened and despairing, she learned to fly 
to the same source to drown her sorrow, and soon she be- 
came as confirmed a drinker as he was. 

Tailor came out staggering, a black-looking fellow, six 
feet high; and a scene of disturbance ensued. She was 
come for money to get more drink, and he would not give 
it her ; he told her she was top-heavy already. She retorted 
that he was. Threats poured from the man, screams of rage 
from the woman, and oaths from both. The landlord put a 
summary end to it ; he expelled her from the door, threatr 
ened her with the lock-up if she returned, and Tailor went, 
staggering and muttering, back to the tap-room. 

Mrs. Tailor flew up the street, scolding and raving, with 
all the rage of a violent and half crazy woman. The Brown 
Bear was the first public-house she passed ; it stood invit- 
ingly open, and she turned into it, and called for gin-and- 
water, promising to pay on the following Monday. 

"Who's to know whether I may trust jfou?" cried the 
landlady. 

" I'll pay you, if I pawn the coat off Tailor's back. I 
swear it. There!" 

The gin-and- water was supplied; and more after it: for 
landladies know that these drinking debts generally ore 
settled ; whether by the pledging of coats, or of any other 
article, is of no moment to them. 

Mrs. Reed went forth from the public-house with the five 
shillings in her hand, but the clocks had then struck eleven, 
and the shops were closed. On her way up the street, she 
encountered many women going on the same errand that 
she had been. Some, now it was too late to buy what they 
wanted, were returning home; others were pacing before 
the public-house doors on that pitiless night, humbly wait- 



THE DAKBSbwBY OPEBATIYES. 



89 



ing for their inhuman husbands, not daring to leave thorn 
to get home alone, in the state in which they knew they 
would be. Inhuman then ; kind and civil if they would but 
keep sober. 

. Jessy had finished her work, and she sat with the Bible 
before her, when Mrs. Eeed once more entered. She closed 
the book. 

" Well," said she, " have you found him ? " 

" Yes ; when eleven o'clock had gone. He's down at the 
Pig and Whistle, there's a tap-room full of 'em, and he'll 
come home drunk, for he's pretty far gone towards it now. 
Look here?" 

She stretched out her hand, and exhibited the five shil- 
lings. 

" He gave me thai — and we want everything I I wonder 
a judgment don't overtake the beer houses, I do. Look at 
the state I'm in I" 

Poor thing I she was indeed in a comfortless state. Wet, 
as if she had been in a pool of water. 

" There's that unfortunate Nance Tailor bad again. She 
came after Tailor to the Pig, and a fine row there was, for 
both of 'em was in for it. The landlord put her out, and 
she went screeching and blaspheming up to the Brown Bear; 
and there she'll stop till it shuts up." 

" She'll drink herself to death, that woman will." 

" She has had enough to drive her on to it, like some of 
the rest of us. Your husband's not come home, for I 
saw him in the tap-room down there at the Pig. I'm sure 
it's all enough to wear the life's hope out of one. It's well 
that you can sit there so calm, and read that good book. I 
am never in the frame of mind for it." 

" The more crosses we have, the more we ought to go to 
it, for it is in trouble that we find its comfort," mofmured 



90 



Mrs. Gould. " I haTe taoght Biahard to can for it a little. 
He did not when we married ; and I tliink it is that which 
has kept him steadier than same." 

The woman looked into the fire. The expression of her 
face seemed to say there was no comfort for her anywhere. 

" That was kind of Mr. Daneshury, having the men before 
him yesterday," resumed Mrs. Gould. 

"Did he have them? What.for ? " 

" He had them all before him in the long room, and said 
it had come to his knowledge that their habit of frequenting 
the public-houses at night was growing much more oommBa 
than it used to be. He told them that it mined thdr 
energies, wasted their means, and brought discomfort on 
their families ; and he begged them to be more thou^tM 
and to put a check upon their love for drink. He said he 
would rather r^se the wages of every roan who would 
undertake to keep from the public-house, than that they 
should go on drinking worse and worse, as they were doing." 

"There I Now look at Beedl He wouldn't tell 10% 
cause he knowed he should not take the advice. No more 
will any of 'em : they'll go to the public, in spite of the 
master. Good night, Mrs. Gould. I wish we was ail im 
Heaven together ; 'twould be better for us." 

Scarcely had Mrs. Reed left, when Biohard Gh>uld came 
in. Not quite gone — only half so. His wife put the 
supper before him without spes^ng : he did not eat it, but 
went off to bed. The next morning ho awoke, got up 
early, and went out to get the shoes for the children ; for it 
had become a custom with some oi ike inferior shops in 
Eastboraugh to op^ for an hour or two on the Snnd^ 
morning. Perhaps the necessities of the workmen's wives 
had originated it. His head was aching; his wife was 
grieved;- his wages were sensibly diminished. He beggei 
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lier to Mty nothing at Mr. Harding's, and protested he never 
would be tempted out on a Saturday night again — as be 
had protested many- and many a tune before. 

Poor Mrs. Reed had gone into her comfortless home^ 
tdriv e gfag md miserable. Tet she did not dare to cradc up 
the fire; for the lump of ooal on it was the bust bit she had 
in the house, and she must keep it to boil the kettle in the 
taommgf while she went out. A bitter feeling, a mixture 
of indigiiation and disspair, stole over her heart, as she sat 
there waitii^ for her husband ; despair tkt her unhappy mi^tsry, 
and indignation against public-houses in general, and her 
husband in particular. Her thoughts flew b&ck to the time 
when ^e was a pretty young woman, the child of respectable, 
industrioos parents, without a care upon her, and looking 
ibnrard to a hopeful future. " Oh that I had never marriedl " 
^e aspirated, " that I could t^azn be as I onee have been !** 

The tower dock tolled twidve, and those agents of much 
mfseryv the public-houses, closed for the n^ht. Other 
n%hts tiie dosing hour was eleven ; Saturday, twelve. Why 
so? That the men, when they had money in their pockets, 
snght enjoy inoreBsed ikoility of spending it? Let those 
answer who made tiie law. At three quarters past twelve^*-- 
it: took him that tkne to reel home — ^Eeed tumbled in, awfully 
abusive, especiidly at there being no fire and no supper^ and, 
in spite of his wife's remonstrances, he managed to steady 
himself so as to cradk up the ooal, and start it into a blaze. 
IiLiradn f^e tried to get him to bed : he lighted his pipe, and 
sanragdy tnrdered her to go out and buy beer, being with 
difiSflsdty made to understand that the taps were closed for 
thexdght. He would sit on, and he did; now doidng, now 
taking A few whiffs at the pipe, and now breaking out into 
half^Qoaneoted sentences of abuse. She, poor, weary womao^ 
WM -orbliged to sit wtdi him : ieft. to hiotaiif, he m^t ^ 



92 



DANESBUBT HOUSE. 



burnt, or set the house on fire : not only for that — ^he would 
not permit her to go ; he never did, when he was in that 
state. At four o'clock, he condescended to retire, she un- 
dressing him. 

Before she seemed to have closed her eyes, the children 
were awake and noisy, as children like to be. Fatigued and 
unrefreshed, she got up, he lying on, like a clod; and, telling 
her diildren to be still in bed, for their father was not weU, 
she prepared to go out. But first of all, she looked into her 
husband's pockets, painfully anxious as to the amount she 
might find there. His wages were fifteen shillings a week ; 
it has been said that he was only an inferior workman ; and 
she hunted out six-and-sevenpence-halfpenny. With a 
sensation of despair, she examined on, but there was no 
more. Three-and-fourpence-halfpenny gone in one night! 
She put it back, and wrung her hands. 

"Father got drunk last night, I know," whispered the 
eldest child to the rest, as soon as his mother's back was 
turned. "It was pay night." He was beginning, child 
though he was, to be wise in such matters. 

Mrs. Reed , laid out her five shillings, eking it out to the 
best advantage, returned, made the fire, got up the children 
arid gave them their breakfast. Towards dinner-time her 
husband came shivering down, looking miserably cold and 
uncomfortable, and very angry with himself. For he was 
not a bad or unfeeling man, except when under the influence 
of drink. His wife was sullen and would not notice him ; 
but at last she asked him, giving way to the burden that 
was lying at her heart, however he came to spend so much 
as three-and-sevenpence-halfpenny. He didn't know how, 
he answered; he couldn't recollect. Somebody called for 
spirits, and then others called for spirits : there was a good 
deal drimk amongst 'em, one way or t'other. Nihepencc 
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of it was an old score which he owed. What was to be done 
about the landlord? was her next ominous question. He 
must let her have all that he had got remaining. Oh yes I 
he would let her have it, he returned, full of contrition, and 
they sat down to dinner pretty peacefully. Of course, ale 
was wanted to drink vrith that, and tlie eldest child was 
despatched to the nearest tap for it. 

After dinner, while Mrs. Reed was putting the place to 
rights and washing up, he took his hat and sallied out. The 
public-houses were open, and in passing the Leopard he saw 
some of his acquaintance sitting at its window. He went in 
"only just to speak with them," for his pricking conscience 
was whispering a warning ; but they looked so comfortable 
and cosy with their pipes and jugs, that his old unhappy 
failing seized irresistible hold of him, and down he sat, and 
called for a pipe o' bacca and a pint o' mild ale. Others 
dropped in, one by one, till at length the room was pretty 
fulL He sat there till nine at night — ^lie was imable to tear 
himself away — and then went home. He had not toped him- 
self into the state of the previous evening ; by no means ; 
and he would have asserted that he was perfectly sober, but 
he had further diminished his scanty stock of money. His 
wife, in towering indignation, had been fretting and scolding 
away her Sunday evening in a most imhappy frame of mind, 
and a loud and bitter quarrel closed it, which the children 
woke up to hear. And thus it went on ; and that man, who 
ought to have kept liis family in comfort, sunk them, week 
by week, into deeper poverty. Such were the existiu:Jf 
circumstances with the majority of the working men of 
Eastborough. 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

Ibbtzt vt6t JftomH. Jfast of tfBimoit. 

Sbyebal yean again -went hy after the date of tho l^i 
chapter, for over the early part of this history we caimot 
afford to linger. 

Arthur was now in partnership with his father, receiving 
a small share of the profits. The promise he had given of 
high excellence in earlier years had not heen frustrated now 
that he had arrived at manhood. He was indeed all that the 
most anxious father could wish. Upon one point Mr. Danes- 
bury's opinion proved a correct one — ^the fleeting nature oi 
college friendships. Arthur's intimacy with Mr. Dacre had 
ended with his college life. They both quitted Cambridge ftt 
the same period. A letter or two had passed between Hmo, 
and there it appeared to close, for Mr. Dacre went abroad, and 
Arthur heard no more of him. William was in London, 
articled to an eminent firm in Parliament Street — Gvil 
Engineers. His future destination was likewise to be the 
Danesbury works, where he would take the head of thiO 
engineering department. The younger children, Robert and 
Lionel, had left school this midsummer, and thcu* callings in 
life were to be decided on. 

Mrs. Danesbury was seated in her drawing-room, waiting 
tea, and getting cross. Nobody seemed to be remembering the 
tea hour, or her own exhausting patience, of which she had 
not a great stock. Her two sous were off somewhere ; Hwy 
had grown into fine youths, almost young men, and they 
had wills of their own. Their taste for wine had grown also : 
the Sunday glass of wine was now a daily one, and they had 
begun to say it was not enough — ^they should like two. Mr. 
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Danesbury was snrprised and hart ; lie rarely took more than 
one himself, and he said, No I But as soon as his hack was 
tumedy they helped themselves to the extra one, and Mrs. 
Danesbury sanotioned it : what harm, thought she, could 
tjwo glasses of wine do strong, growing lads ? 

The first to enter the room, and encounter Mrs. Danes- 
bury'a impatience, was IsabeL No longer a girl, but an 
elegant young woman, with a refined countenance and 
winning manner. 

" Where have you been ? " sharply began Mrs. Danesbury. 
Is it late ? Oh ; but the olhess have not come in, I see. 
I have been with Aunt Philip." 

A displeasing announcement for Mrs. Danesbury, considcr- 
mg that Mrs. Philip Danesbury was her especial aversion : 
ahe would have barred all intercourse with her, had she dared. 

" Aimt Philip has had bad news, mamma," continued 
IsaM. "Her brother is dead, the Bev. Mr. Heber. He 
canglit a fever after visiting some of his poor parishioners, 
and died. He was only ill a week." 

" What is to become of his family ? " cried Mrs. Danesbury. 
" That clergyman was as poor as a church mouse." 

It is a serious question. Ho has left no money behind 
him. Aunt Philip is going to invito the two daughters 
here." 

" With her I To stop ?" sharply questioned Mrs. Danes- 
bury. 

" I suppose they will stop," replied Isabel. " They ^vill 
have no other home now. Their mamma died more than a 
year ago. Aunt Philip says they are admirable girls, every- 
thing that could be desired." 

" Shameful!" ejaculated Mrs. Danesbmy. "She will 
saddle the Danesbury money with the cost of their main- 
tenance. She will make it an excuse for her income belu^ 
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augmented. I think she is helped pretty well, as it ig, 
with her eight hundred a-year." 

" Mamma ! " exclaimed Isabel, in a tone of remonstrance, 
the crimson of shame for her step-mother mounting to her 
forehead, " how can you speak so ? Mrs. Philip Danesbury's 
husband was papa's brother, and she has as much right to 
her income from the business, as papa has to his. Had my 
uncle Philip lived, he would have enjoyed a half share, not 
tlie small portion of eight hundred a-year.'* 

"Bight hundred, clear and sure, for Philip Danesbury's 
widow, is more, in proportion, than we enjoy. She is one, 
and wc are seven." 

" Oh, mammal you ought not to look at it in that light." 

"If you presume to tell me what 1 ought, or * ought not' 
to do," she retorted, " I will send you to your room, Miss 
Danesbury." 

Isabel's heart beat high : she leaned out of the open window 
to still it. Her step-mother's fits of passion and injustice some- 
times told heavily upon her. 

" She is the bane of the family, is Mrs. Philip Danes- 
bury!" 

Isabel thought that the family had a greater bane, so far 
as its peace was concerned; but she did not say so. She 
leaned further from the window, and watched for her father. 

Mr. Danesbury was being detained by more things than 
one. He had been waited upon by a tenant of his, with -a 
complaint against his yoimger sons. Just as the man was 
being dismissed, there arrived a messenger to say that Glis- 
son was dying. She had been ill a few days with an affec- 
tion of the chest, and Mr. Danesbury had been to see her ; 
Arthur had been that very morning ; but no immediate danger 
was apprehended. In the afternoon, a change had taken 
place. 
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Mr. Danesbiiry hastened to the cottage. There lay Glis- 
son in bed, her eyes anxiously cast towards the door, looking 
for him. She was almost past speaking ; almost past breath- 
ing; she feebly put out her hand as he approached, and 
took his. Her lips moved, and he bent his ear down to 
catch the sound : 

" Master I bless you I — and forgive I " 

It was all she said. Whether the effort had been too much 
for her, or whether the minute for death had come, Glisson 
gasped twice, and died. 

" I thought you were not coming in to-day," was Mrs. 
Danesbury's fractious salutation when her husband entered. 
" Where's Arthur?" 

" He is gone to Mrs. Philip Danesbury's," was the reply ; 
" and I have been detained. Glisson is dead." 

" Dead I " interrupted Isabel. " Is it not sudden, papa ? " 

" My dear, I thought yesterday that she would not get over 
it. She is gone, poor thing." 

"Poor thing I" sarcastically echoed Mrs. Danesbury, '*I 
am sure it is a happy release, for herself and for other people. 
The death of a drunkard always is." 

" She was not that at last, mamma," said Isabel: "not since 
she came back to Eastborough." 

" She took care to have her beer at meals, and your papa's 
money going out to pay for it." 

"Be more charitable, Eliza," spoke up Mr. Danesbury. 
" Animosity may surely cease, now she is dead." 

" Are you going to defend what she did here ? " demanded 
Mrs. Danfesbury, who was in one of her most contentious 
humours, 

" Oh, no. Glisson's fate should prove a warning to all 
who may be acquiring a love for intoxicating liquors. For 
the sake of a little self-indulgence, she forfeited her ^CkOi^Wcwi 
u 
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here, lost her self-respect and her fair name, and died in 
obscurity, an object of charity." 

" Isabel says that brother of Mrs. Philip Danesbiiry's is 
dead. Of course all his children are unprovided for." 

" The two daughters entirely so : but the sons are in a 
way to get their own living, or soon will be. The eldest is 
keeping his last term at Oxford, and will be in orders im- 
mediately. I saw Mrs. Philip Danesbury this afternoon. 
She is going to invite her nieces to live with her. It is for- 
tunate that she is able and willing to receive them." 

"And to tax your purse for it, I conclude," broke forth 
Mrs. Danesbury. "It is lucky for her family that she 
married a Danesbury." 

The colour mounted to Mr. Danesbury*s temples, as it 
had previously mounted to Isabel's. " No," he replied, after 
a pause of self-control, " Mrs. Philip Danesbury's means are 
quite equal to her receiving this addition to her household, 
without her requiring me to provide for it." 

" Have you seen the boys ?" again began Mrs. Danesbury. 

" No. But I am sorry to say that I have heard of them. 
Fox has been to me to complain. They have been over 
there this afternoon, damaging his hedge, spoiling some linen, 
spread there to dry, and giving him insolence and abuse." 

" I am sure they did not," fired Mrs. Danesbury. " Abuse 
and insolence, indeed I Who is Fox, that he shotdd dare to 
come to you with such a complaint ? " 

" He made a worse complaint than that," returned llr. 
Danesbury. " He says Robert was not sober." 

" Absurd! " retorted Mrs. Danesbury. " I daresay Pox 
was not sober, himself." 

" I should like to know where they are lingering : they 
are aware of the tea hour. They shall no longer be in idle* 
neas; it is the root of all mischief. They seem to have set 
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themselves against coming into the works : and you uphold 
them, Eliza." 

'* Yes," answered Mrs. Banesbury. " I wish them to 
choose professions : not business. Kobert has decided upon 
his : he wants a commission purchased for him." 

Mr* Danesbury looked up, not only surprised, but mortified. 
** A commission 1 " he uttered, " whatever put that in his 
head? I cannot sanction it» I very much disapprove of it." 

" He Bays he will be nothing else," said Mrs. Danesbury, 
carelessly. " Why should you object to it ? " 

" I wish all my children to choose a peaceful employment. 
I am not reflecting on the brave defenders of our country," 
he hastened to add, " but I prefer that my sons should not 
fix on the army as their profession. They must turn their 
thoughts to something useful ; in which their time and their 
talents can be honourably employed ; something that will 
give them an opportunity of saying when they come to their 
death-bed, * I have led a useful life ; I have improved the 
time and powers which it pleased God to entrust to me.' " 

" And you believe this cannot be, if they £nter the army ? 

" We are at peace," suid Mr. Danesbury, " as we have 
been for many years, and as we seem hkely to continue for 
many years more. An officer, of the present day, passes 
his time in idleness : my sons must not so pass theirs." 

As Mr. Danesbury spoke, Robert and Lionel entered. Good- 
looking youths both, but as yet less noble in form and fea- 
ture than their brothers, Arthur and William. Mr. Danes- 
bury informed them of the complaint of Fox, the nursery- 
man* " He says you, in particular, behaved shamefully, 
jElobert." 

" The vile old sinner I It's a lie. Papa " 

" Sir 1 " reproved Mr. Danesbury : " you forget yourself. 
No ill language before me. Tell me what really happened. 
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The truth, mind ; for I Shall investigate this. In the first 
place, what had you been taking ? " 

" Taking 1 " echoed Robert, who had inherited his mother's 
crabbed temper. 

" To drink. Fox says you were not sober." 

" 1*11 wring Fox's neck, if he comes to you again with 
tales, about us. If anybody was not sober, it was himself,'* 
hastily added Robert, for Mr. Danesbury had raised his hand 
in displeasure. " Fox was in such a passion he could neither 
see nor hear." 

" As I said," interposed Mrs. Danesbury. 

" You took beer with your dinner, and your glass of wine 
after it."~Mr. Danesbury might have said two glasses.-— 
" What else did you take ?" 

" Only a drop of cider." 

" Where did you get that ? " 

Robert was silent. He would have preferred not to say 
where. But he knew there might be no trifling when thus 
brought face to face with his father. 

" I was dreadfully thirsty ; I suppose it was the fish at 
dinner ; and I got a drop." 

" Where did you get it ? " repeated Mr. Danesbury, 

" In a beer shop." 

" Beer, wine, and cider ! no wonder Fox had the complaint 
to make," said Mr. Danesbury, in a severe tone, whilst 
Isabel had looked up, startled. " I will speak to you about 
this when we are alone, Robert. Go on to what you did at 
Fox's." 

** We did nothing. I just got over his hedge, and there 
was a big tablecloth, or something, spread out there, like a 
sail, and it got torn. Fox said we should pay for it ; and I 
said I should not, for his insolence." 

" But what brought you getting over his hedge at all?" 
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** it Was in our way," haughtily answered Robert, " and 
we were in a hurry." 

" What is that you are saying ? " interrupted Mr. Danes- 
bury. " Whatever may be your hurry, you have no right 
to go, broadcast, over other people's land and hedges." 

" The land is ours, papa." 
No, sir, it is his. So long as he hires it from me, and 
pays me rent for it, it is his. I have always found Fox a 
civil, respectful man, and I know you must have provoked 
him most unjustifiably to induce him to be otherwise. The 
fact is, as I have been telling your mamma, you must be 
idle no longer. Now that it is decided you do not go to 
school again, you must choose what you will be. I should 
prefer jpur both coming to the Works ; there is room for 
all of you : yes," added Mr. Danesbury, with emphasis, 
" room for all four of my sons, and an ample and increasing 
income." 

Robert Danesbury turned up his nose. The two boys had 
been to a noted aristocratic private school, where they had 
learnt thoroughly to despise business." Robert had told 
his mamma that he should never " soil his hands with it," 
and she upheld him. 

" I intend to go into the army, papa." 

" And I want to be a doctor," cried Lionel, who was a 
good-natured, pleasant, nice lad. 

"Anything but that, Robert," said Mr. Danesbury. 
" Choose anything but that." 

The question was not settled that evening ; no, nor for 
several evenings after it. Robert Danesbury was thoroughly 
obstinate over it ; he laughed contemptuously in his sleeve 
at his father's arguments about leading a useful life ; he was 
bent on obtaining his own will, and at last he said — ay, 
and told Mr. Danesbury — that if he could not ^ ^q^jl. 
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mission bought, he would enlist, for go into the army he 
would. 

Mrs. Danesbury*s system of training had begun to tell. It 
was working already in Robert Danesbury's undutifully re- 
fusing to yield his wishes to his father's ; in his persistency in 
embracing the one only calling that was especially distaste- 
ful to Mr. Danesbury. "Why was Robert Danesbury so eager* 
to enter the army ? That he might serve his country ? Not 
at all : but he had acquired a passion for a red coat, and for 
a life of pleasure and idleness. 

One day he ran up to his eldest brother. "Arthur, I 
wish you would persuade papa about my commission. He 
will listen to you. Mamma says she has teased him till she 
is tired. He consented readily to LionePs being a physician, 
and just because I want my commission, he won't give it 
me. Will you persuade him ? " 

" No, I cannot, Robert. I do not like the army for yon, 
any more than he does. Choose scMnething else. Would 
you like to be a barrister, as Tom Serle is going to be ? 

" I will not be anything but an oflBcer," returned Robert, 
sullenly ; " my mind is made up, and nothing shall turn it. 
You are as unkind as you can be, Arthur." 

Arthur laughed, and looked full in his face, and the cloud 
passed away from Robert's as he met the kindly gaze. Ho 
knew there were not many brothers in the world so good 
and affectionate as Arthur had ever been. 

" WonH you persuade papa ? " 

<* No, my boy. I could only do so against my conscience 
and my judgment : for I do not believe a commission would 
conduce to your happiness or welfare." 

But Robert Danesbury, helped by his mother, carried his 
point, and Mr. Danesbury, under sore protest, at length con- 
sffiited to apply to the Horse Guards for the purchase of a com- 
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mission. Lionel was placed with Mr. Pratt, the surgeon at 
Eastborough, to go through the necessary steps and grades 
towards becoming eventually a physician. It was arranged 
that he should pass his evenings and nights at home. Mr. 
Danesbury and Mr. Pratt were close friends, aud the latter 
was pleased to receive Lionel. He was a man of sorrow, 
though he maintained outward cheerfulness. It arose from 
the conduct of his son : he had but one, who was turning 
out as badly as he could well do. , He was never now seen 
at Eastborough, but was sometimes heard of in London. 

Mrs. Philip Danesbury's nieces arrived, Mary and Anna 
Heber, the one grown up, the other several years younger. 
They were refined, gentle, good girls : Mrs. Philip Danesbury 
had said admirable,'' and she had not said too much. 
Their beauty was the least part of them, though that was 
rare, and their calm, open, expressive countenances were an 
index to the well-disciplined mind within. They were the 
well-trained daughters of a sincere minister of religion. 
Danesbury House fell in love with them at first sight; with 
the exception of its mistress. 



CHAPTEB IX. . 

Gay doings were expected in Bedford Kow, in the house of 
Mr. Serle, for his eldest daughter, Charlotte, was about to 
be married to Walter St. Georga The latter was now a 
partner, the firm being Serle and St. George. There were 
several years' difl'erence between his age and Charlotte's, but 
the attachment had begun in her childhood. Miss Danes^ 
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bury was there on a visit : she was to be one of the brides- 
maids. 

It was the evening of a grand dinner party. The young 
ladies yrere up stairs, dressing, and Mrs. Serle was about to 
go up for the same purpose. She was a bustling manager, 
liked looking into things herself, had been very busy, and put 
off dressing till the last minute. She had a lot of silver 
forks in her hands, which she was about to take to the ser- 
vants in the dining -parlour, but had stepped into the 
drawing-room first, for something she wanted there. Mr. 
Serle came running up from the office, all in a hurry. 
"Harriet, can you make room for another at dinner?" 
"What an unreasonable question!" ejaculated Mrs. Serle, 
after a pause of surprise. " Of course I cannot." 
" It must be done, somehow," returned her husband. 
" It can't be done. I never heard of such a thing. We 
are just a dozen. Who wants to come ? " 
" One of our best clients. Lord Temple." 
Mrs. Serle was considerably mollified. Lords were not 
%*ommon articles on her visiting list. 

" He has been getting into a scrape," proceeded Mr. Serle. 
" He is always getting into scrapes ; like his father before 
him. And he has come to me to get him out of it." 

" But is that any reason why you should ask him to din- 
ner to-day ? The table will only hold twelve, comfortably." 

" There are writs out against him," said Mr. Serle, drop- 
ping his voice to a whisper, " and he dare not show his face 
in the street. The house is being watched now for him, and 
if he stirs out, he'll be arrested. Here he is, safely housed, 
and here he must stop till the thing is settled. I have told 
him we will give him a bed : and to-morrow he must remain 
quietly up stairs with you and the girls, and not come in 
view of the office. It will be utter ruin to him if he gets 
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^ taken, and not much less so, if these Jews scent his hiding- 
place." 

" It is very awkward about the table," remonstrated Mrs. 
Serle, returning to the practical part of the affair ; ** otherwise 
I should be proud to have him. The sets of glass are only 
for twelve, and the dessert knives and forks " 

" Who looks at the pattern of a glass ? " interrupted the 
lawyer : " and I'm sure you need not put me a dessert knife 
and fork, for I never use them." 

" The table will be so crowded, and — oh 1 we should bo 
thirteen I It is the unlucky number." 

"Unlucky fiddlestick!" retorted Mr. Serle, who was 
growing provoked. "Just tell me what I am to do, will 
you? There's Lord Temple down stairs, shut up in my 
private room, and in the house he must remain. Would you 
keep him there while we dine, and send him a mutton chop 
upon a tray ? Is that how you would treat a British nobleman ? " 

"Well, then, he must dine with us," concluded Mrs. 
Serle, balancing her exultation at showing off a real live 
lord to her guests, against the inconveniences it would cause, 
and her dread of the popular superstition. "Is he old, or 
young ? " 

"Young. Whathas that todo withit?" 

" I wonder whether I could coax Louisa not to come in 
till dessert," continued Mrs. Serle. 

" Of course you can," returned he. " That will do. Wait 
a minute." 

" She is not so easily coaxed, though, and she has been 
wild over this dinner party. Oh, Matthew 1 " 

" What now ?" asked he, turning back. 

" I declare we have but twelve finger-glasses I " 

" The dickens take the finger-glasses," cried the vexed 
lawyer ; " put me a slop basin. Wait there, I say." 
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Slop basin indeed I that's just said to aggravate me. 
And what am I to wait here for ? I shall have the people 
arrive before I am ready. If I don't believe he is bringing 
the lord up now, and I this figure I Well, of all the idiots — 

Mrs. Serle stopped, for the footsteps were close, and she 
strove to thrust the forks into her pocket, but they got en- 
tangled with her dress, and would not go in. She was fain 
to make the best of it, and held them out before her, very 
consciously wishing Mr. Serle at York. 

" Mrs. Serle ; Lord Temple." 

A tall, slender young man of distinguished bearing entered ; 
a very aristocrat. His face was pale, and his features were 
almost delicately beautifal, his hair was dark and his eyes 
were grey. 

" What apology must I make for intruding upon you in 
this imceremonious manner?" he said, in a voice as pleasing 
as his air was frank. Mr. Serle has been so kind as to say 
he will give me a bed to-night." 

" I am most happy to see your lordship. I hope you will 
be able to make yourself at home with us; we are only 
plain people," was Mrs. Serle's confused reply, as she escaped 
from the room with the refractory forks. 

Mr. Serle, apologising, also left it, and the Viscount re- 
mained alone. He sat, tilting his chair, and stretching and 
yawning : the scrape he was in gave him some little concern, 
and he was sure this incarceration in his lawyer's house 
would prove " deuced slow." He had given his seat an extra 
tilt, and was in imminent danger of pitching over backwards, 
when the door opfened, and a most beautiful girl appeared, 
quite as distinguished-looking as himself, her pink dress of 
rich and flowing material, and her necklace and bracelets of 
pearl. 

Up rose Lord Temple, the finished gentleman. The 
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young lady hesitated. He was a stranger, and she had be^ 
lieved the drawing-room to be empty. 

" Allow me to give you a chair," he said. " I have the 
honoxur of speaking to Miss Serle?" 

" No," she replied. " I am Miss Danesbury." 

Charlotte Serle came in, and was soon followed by Louisa; 
for Louisa had declined her mamma's suggestion, of coming 
in with the dessert. The Viscount scanned the dresses of 
the three, and suspected company. The next to appear was 
Mr, Serle, in orthodox dinner costume. Lord Temple looked 
down at his own frock coat, and drew Mr. Serle outside tho 
door. 

" Have you visitors to day ?" 
" Only a few, my lord." 

" Then what am I to do ? I am in morning dress. You 
said I should be quite enfamiUe,^* 

" Your lordship's dress is all-sufficient. We do not stand 
upon ceremony in our house, or our visitors either. They 
will not look at your coat, my lord, after they hear your 
name." 

Mr. Serle spoke the last sentence in a joking tone ; but he 
was always obsequious to rank : to be so, was innate with 
him. 

" Well — if Mrs. Serle will excuse it. 1 must wash my 
hands, and be obliged to you for combs and brushes, and 
such things. There is no time to send to my house." 

" I will show your Lordship to your room. It is ready." 
Who is that gentleman ? " inquired Isabel Danesbury. 

"Don't know him from Adam," was the response of 
Charlotte Serle. 

" He is a stranger," resumed Isabel," for he addressed me 
as Miss Serle." 
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" I never saw him before. He has on a curious dress, if 
he is come to dinner. But he is evidently a gentleman." 

"It is some grand client of papa's," interposed Louisa 
Serle. " Mamma came to me, all in a flurry, when I was 
in the nursery, having my hair done, and wanted me not to 
go down to dinner. The idea ! Some important client had 
dropped in, she said, and papa had asked him to dinner, and 
she did not like to have the table in a squeeze, and would 
not sit down thirteen* I told her there would be no squeez- 
ing at all, but plenty of room, and thirteen was as lucky as • 
twelve. So I finished dressing and came down." 

" I liked his appearance very much," remarked Isabel. 

" What is his name, Louy ?" asked Charlotte. 

" I forget. He is out of the common way. A duke, or a 
prince, or a something : at any rate, a nobleman." 

Charlotte laughed. " Louisa is rather given to romancing, 
Isabel. We never have noblemen here." 

As she was speaking, Mr. St. George entered. A little 
man with a thin face, and keen, expressive, dark eyes. 

" Walter," said his bride elect, " who is this client, come 
unexpectedly to dine with us?" 

" Viscount Temple." 

"A viscount 1 Louy's tale was not all romance, then." 

The guests assembled. When dinner was announced, 
Lord Temple, who ought, in right of his rank, to have taken 
Mrs. Serle, drew back in all the humility of his frock-coat, 
and she was handed in by a big and burly Queen's counsel. 
The viscount looked amongst the young ladies, and offered 
his hand to Isabel. 

So they sat together and conversed together, mutually 
pleased. Opposite to Isabel was her brother William, a re- 
markably handsome young man, though not quite so tall 
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as Arthur. He had inherited his mother's soft dark eyes, 
and her beautiful cast of countenance, he had even her deli- 
cately-formed lips : but while her's had spoken of firmness, 
William's told of irresolution. 

"Tell me who all these people are," whispered Lord 
Temple to Isabel. 

" I do not know the strangers," she replied. " Only the 
Series, Mr. St. George, and my brother. That is my bro- 
ther, sitting opposite to me." 

"A Mr. Serle, is he?" 

" No," laughed Isabel, " I told you I was Miss Danesbury. 
He is William Danesbury." 

" I really beg your pardon. Thrown amidst so many 
strange people at once, it has made me confuse names. St. 
George is to marry one of the Series, is he not ? " 

"Yes ; the one with the dark hair, sitting next to him." 

" You do not reside here ? " 

" I reside at Eastborough." 

" Eastborough — " spoke Lord Temple, half to himself — 
"Danesbury? Eastborough? why, you must be related to 
Arthur Danesbury I " 

" He is my dear brother," answered Isabel. 

" If we were not in a crowd, I should take both your 
hands and cordially shake them," exclaimed Lord Temple, 
his face, his eyes, his whole countenance lighting up with 
animation ; " whatever you might think of me, I could not 
help doing it for Arthur's sake. We were together at 
Cambridge. You must have heard him speak of me." 

Isabel reflected. " I do not remember that I have," she 
answered. " Your name appeared strange to me, when it 
was mentioned this evening." 

" Oh — I was not Lord Temple then. My father was alive. 
I was Mr. Dacre." 
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" YoTl never can be Reginald Dacre I** uttered IsabeL 

" Reginald Dacre is no other tban my unworthy self. Very 
unworthy indeed, Miss Danesbiuy, if you knew all Arthur 
could tell you. He was a true friend to me, and 8d.yed me 
from many a pit-fall. * My good guardian,^ I used to call 
him ; and such he Was." 

" He is good to every one," said Isabel. 

" I am so glad to have met you," continued Lord Templet 
" I have not seen Danesbury since we parted at Cambridge, 
though I have often thought, since my return from abroad, 
of looking him up* Arthur Danesbury is almost the only 
man I ever had a respect for." 

" I hope not," remarked Isabel. " It does not say much 
for your circle of friends." 

" He is, though. And now that I am told of the relation* 
ship, I can detect your likeness to him. You are very like 
him. Miss Danesbury. Your brother, opposite, is not." 

" He is not, I think. I and Arthur resemble papa : and 
William, they say, is the very image of what poor mamma 
was." 

" You have lost your mother ? " 
" When WiUiam was a baby." 

" Now that I have heard of Arthur, I shall not rest till I pay 
him a visit. You will find me intruding some day upon you, 
Miss Danesbury." 

" Danesbury House will be very pleased to welcome you. 
And, if you respect and like Arthur, I am sure you will re- 
spect and like papa." 

" I thought my sojourn in Bedford Row would have turned 
out unmitigatedly dull," candidly spoke the young noble- 
man, " but I need not fear that now, with you to talk to, and 
Arthur for"the theme." 

" Are you going to stay here ? " she inquired, in surprise. 
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** For a day or two. Serle and St. George are my solici- 
tors, and are arranging some business matters for me. Will 
you introduce me to your brother William after dinner ? 

" Certainly I will." 

" You do not drink your wine," observed Lord Temple, 
perceiving that, however often Isabel complied with the re- 
quest to take wine, the quantity in her glass was never sensibly 
diminished, and the space to be filled up each time got less, 
instead of greater. 

" Thank you : I do not like wine.'* 

" Not hke wine I " 

" I never drink it by choice. At a dinner-table such as 
this, I sip it, not to appear singular, but I do not like it well 
enough to do more than just put my lips to it." 

" I never heard of such a thing as not liking wine," re- 
peated Lord Temple. " What do you like ? " 

"Water." 

** I wonder you can choose anything so insipid. Arthut 
never drank anything but water, I remember." 

" Never. He is more particular than I. I almost call 
it one of the points in Arthur's religion, to drink simple 
water." 

But why ? " enquired Lord Temple. 

" For one thing, we were brought up to drink it : as chil- 
dren^ neither beer nor wine was ever given to us ; we were 
not suffered to know the taste of them. And," added Isabel, 
sinking her voice, " the very last words mamma ever said to 
Arthur, were an injunction not to drink anything but water." 

" When she was dying ? '* 

" Oh no. She was quite well ; as well as we are now, and 
had been dining at this very table, for we were here on a 
visit. But mamma received a hasty summons home, and 
she took leave of me and Arthur, and left us here, and started. 
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Before slie reached Eastborough, it had happened. The chaisd 
was overturned, and mamma killed." 

" How shocking 1 how distressing I " uttered Lord Temple, 
his countenance betraying its sad interest. 

" We were only children," continued Isabel. " Mamma 
feared that in her absence Mr. and Mrs. Serle might be 
giving us wine and porter, and she whispered to Arthur, in 
the moment of her departure, not to touch either ; and he pro- 
mised. Those words, though only meant, at the time she 
spoke them, to apply to the period she expected to be away 
from us, Arthur has always regarded as a dying injunction, 
and he has never transgressed it. He is a strict water- 
drinker." 

" And you and Arthur really hke water, better than any- 
thing stronger?" 

Isabel smiled. "We like water much, and we do not 
like stronger things. The taste for water, which of course 
is bom with every one, mamma took care should be culti- 
vated in our childhood. She deemed it most essential to 
bring children up to like water, and equally essential not to 
let them acquire a predilection for ale and wine." 

" Well, all this sounds like a new theory to me," said Lord 
Temple, good humouredly, though, Isabel thought, not alto- 
gether in belief. " I fancy it must be pleasant to like water 
as a beverage; convenient at times. But your brother, 
there, does not confine himself to water," he added, for he 
saw that William Danesbury drank as much wine as the 
rest of the table. 

" No," replied Isabel. " Papa's second wife has had the 
bringing-up of William, and she does not approve of the 
water-drinking system. She is Mrs. Serle's sister." 

And thus they continued to converse, upon one topic or 
another, until the ladies rose. It was Lord Temi>le who, 
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oblivioTis of his frock-coat, held the door open for them as 
they filed out of the room, 

" You very essence of all flirtation ! " uttered Charlotte Serle 
to Isabel, the moment they reached the drawing-room. 
"Had you and Lord Temple been old friends, meeting after 
a long absencci or on the point of marriage, as I and 
Walter are, you could not have been more wrapt up in each 
other." 

''A great deal less, before you all, had we been on the 
point of marriage," merrily laughed Isabel. " But we really 
did not seem unlike friends, meeting i^ter an absence, though 
I never saw him till this evening* Before we had spoken 
many words, he discovered that I was Arthur Dancsbury's 
sister ; and I, that he was the Reginald Dacre of Arthur's 
college days. They were close friends at Cambridge : Lord 
Temple says he never had so true a one." . 

"But you must have known that Reginald Dacre was 
Lord Temple's son," observed Mrs. Serle, 

" Of course I knew it at the time," replied Isabel ; " but 
the title had quite slipped from my memory." 

" How singular 1 " exclaimed Mrs. Serle. " Such chance 
encoimters do sometimes happen, though. Mr. Serle is as 
Lord Temple's right hand, and does every thing for him," 
she added, for the benefit of her guests. " He has recently 
succeeded to the estates." 

" Such estates as they are," spoke the Queen's counsel's 
wife. " His father was a poor man-made hhnself poor ; 
gamed, drank, and squandered his money. Lord Temple — 
the present lord — was the only child, has come into a dilapi- 
dated purse ; and is as careless and hare brained as his father 
was before him." 

" He seems a very delightftii young man," quoth one of 
^e ladies. 

1 
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" Yes. But he made a hole in his manners to-day ; coming 
to a dinner-par^^y in a frock-coat." 

" It was a misapprehension," interposed Mrs. Serle, 

not choosing to be more explanatory. " He expected a quiet 
chop with Mr. Serle, and did not go home to dress. He 
talked about not appearing, when he found we had friends, 
but Mr. Serle assured him — you know he is fond of a jest — 
that when the visitors had heard his name, they would not see 
his coat. Miss Danesbury, will you give us some music ? " 

Lord Temple did not leave Mr. Serle's at the end of a day 
or two. His affairs were in a more intricate state than Mr. 
Serle had supposed, and not until the eighth day was he at 
liberty to depart. He had not failed to improve his acquain- 
tance with Isabel Danesbury. Indeed, it was no longer 
acquaintance, or friendship either : it had grown into love. 
Ay, love on both sides, short as the period had been. 

But they had been very much together. Mrs. Serle and 
her daughters were fully engaged with the preparations for 
Charlotte's wedding ; and Isabel was requested, as a great 
favour, to entertain the guest, that they might be more at 
liberty. She complied, nothing loth, for she had never met 
with any one she liked so well as Lord Temple. She did 
not care to analyse her pleasant sensations ; he di(l not 
think to analyse his. To analyse anything was not in 
Lord Temple's line. They only felt that the presence of 
the other was becoming strangely dear, and, by the time the 
eight days had gone by, too dear to be relinquished. The 
first use Lord Temple, impetuous in all he did, made of his 
liberty, was to hasten down to Eastborough, and lay his 
proposals for Isabel before Mr. Danesbury. 

Arthur Danesbury was inexpressibly surprised : surprised 
at the sight of his former friend, and at his proposing for 
Isabel after so short a knowledge of her, Mr. Danesbury 
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could say little, for or against, Lord Temple being to him a 
complete stranger. He enquired privately of Arthur what 
diaracter he bore at college and what his principles were. 

" He was no worse than many another at college," was 
Arthur's reply ; " better than some. His chief fault lay in 
being so easily led away." 

" Is he one to whom we ought to give Isabel ? " { 

"As he was then, no; as he might have been, yes," 
answered Arthur. "His faults were not grievous ones. 
They were what are looked upon by the world with a lenient 
eye. Years have passed since then, and he had excellent 
seeds in his heart ; quite sufficient to root out the tares." 

Mr. Danesbury looked perplexed. " The question is, has 
he suffered the seeds to bear fruit," he gravely said, " or are 
the tares there still ? " 

" If they are there yet, the good must be well nigh over- 
run," was Arthur's comment. " He has many good points. 
He is frank and truthful, and full of honour." 

" I shall write and enquire of Serle what he knows of his 
private character," said Mr. Danesbury. "Lord Temple 
frankly states that his affairs are such that he cannot marry 
yet, for his father's death left all in confusion, and it will take 
time to get them even tolerably straight." 

" He informs me that he has made himself answerable for ^ 
some of his father's liabilities," observed Arthur. " He 
used to be generous to a fault. Suppose, sir, you accept 
him conditionally?" | 

" Yes, I think that must be it. I will tell him that if we 
hear nothing to his disadvantage I will say yes, after a while. 
It is a higher alliance than a Danesbury could have expected ; 
but I look to Isabel's happiness, not to her grandeur." 

Lord Temple went over the extensive works. He was 
pleased with all he saw. He appeared not to shax^ yq.^^ 



116 



DANESBUBT HOUBE. 



popular prejudice which men of his rank hold against oom* 
merce. "I should think it an honour to be a geoond 
Danesbury," he remarked to Arthur, with whom he was 
alone, and very much in earnest he appeared when he spoke 
it : and a lucky thing for me if it were so, for it would 
keep me out of idleness." 

"Dacre," returned Arthur Danesbury, in a grave Toice, 
**have you sown your wild oats? Answer me truly^ 
Because, if not, you know that you are no fit husband for my 
sister." 

" I have sown most of them," replied Lord Temple, " and 
what few may cling to me still, a wife will, of necessity, 
dissipate." 

" It is a serious thing to us, Dacre, to give away Isabel. 
Though pray forgive my still calling you * Dacre,' " Arthur 
broke off to say ; " I cannot rid my tongue and memory of 
the old familiar name. And, were one to receive the gift who 
proved afterwards unworthy of it, it would break some of 
our hearts." 

" She shall find me all she could wish," returned Lord 
Temple, in his impetuous fashion. " I would go through 
fire and water for her." 

Arthur Danesbury doubted his lordship's being called upon 
to undergo the suggested ordeals. " Would you go through 
self-denid for her ?" he asked. 

" I would go through anything and everything for IsabeL 
Mr. Danesbury need not doubt me. She is the first 
woman who ever touched my heart, and I swear tiiat I will 
do all in my power to mak« her happy." 

Viscount Temple was soon back in London, whither Arthur 
accompanied him. He — ^her lover — informed Isabel that her 
father had no objection to him, and they plighted their troth. 
Mr, Serle had written word, in answer to Mr. Dancsbury's 
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application, that lie knew nothing unfavourable of Lord 
Temple. The true fact was, that he knew nothing whatever 
of his private habits, except that he got out of money. And 
Isabel Danesbury returned home, after Charlotte Serle's 
Biamage, an engaged girl. 

But now, what was, in reality, the daily life of Lord Temple ? 
He was an idle nobleman. Had he been trained to engage 
in any worthy pursuit, he would have been a different man. 
Want of occupation rendered him indolent, and an easily- 
swayed disposition led him into sin : few men but could 
resist temptation better than Viscount Temple. Let us glance 
ftt four-and-twenty hours of his life, and that will serve for an 
illustration of all. 

A choice knot of yoimg men had assembled to dine at 
the bachelor residence of Sir Robert Payn ; a wealthy com- 
moner, of extensive purse, fastidious taste, and fast habits. 
The half-doeen guests collected, of whom Lord Temple made 
one, were all of fast habits likewise. Look at the prepara- 
tions for the dinner : the costly table with its costly appur- 
tenances. Silver ornaments ; silver dishes ; brilliant glass, 
richly cut ; superb china from the fair manufactories of Wor- 
cester ; with damask linen of rare beauty ! The fittings-up of 
the room were luxurious ; and the peculiar paintings on the 
walls, though finished and beautiful as to their execution, 
would have told that their owner was an unmarried man. 
The preparation of wines was great. There was champagne, 
and there was sparkling Burgundy; Madeira, and golden 
aherry, and heady port ; with the array of lighter wines from 
France, claret, Bordeaux ; too many sorts to be named. 
Bottles of foaming ale were under the side-board, and spirits 
fitood on it in their handsome stands. 

The dinner was most recherche ; Sir Robert's entertain- 
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ments always were ; and the guests did it ample justice. 
They all drank deeply ; not certainly to intoxication ; that 
would have been a sin against good manners at that hour 
of the evening ; and custom enabled them to drink much 
with impunity. After a potent cup of coffee and a glass 
of rich liqueur, they went out ; to the opera, to the green 
room of a favoured theatre, or to look in for half an hour at 
some of the entertainments, held that night by the noble 
and great. That over, the night- work began : their clubs ; 
their gaming-houses ; their questionable saloons ; and the 
supper, the finish-up. The less said about the^e suppers, 
the better. It was a motley scene: gentlemen and ladies 
eating, laughing, and getting tipsy together : red and 
white wines, ales, spirits, and showers of brandy and 
champagne. Lord Temple's coroneted cab was waiting 
for him outside, amidst a crowd of other cabs, and wait 
it did till morning light. The grooms and servants in at. 
tendance on the cabs sometimes got loud and quarrelsome, 
for they also must while away the midnight hours in drink, 
while waiting for their masters. 

Daylight broke, and the lords came forth ; some had to be 
helped into the cabs by their servants, little more sober 
than themselves. Lord Temple pitched into his, and was 
driven home. His valet assisted him to imdress, and he 
got into bed at an hour when less exalted people were be- 
ginning their day. He awoke with aching head and fevered 
tongue. What was the time? Eleven. And he turned 
round and closed again his heavy eyes. Later, he struggled 
up, dressed, and went into the breakfast room, not inclined 
to eat ; on the contrary, shuddering at the displayed viands 
on the table. As he stood there, with his hands in his 
pockets, George Eden dropped in, one of the last night's 
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party, with the same burning head and shaking frame. It 
was those cursed cigars made them ill — ^it was the adultera- 
ted wine — ^it was the impure brandy: the fellow at the 
"Finish" ought to have his license stopped for supplying 
such : it was anything, in short, but the quantity they took, 
and, of course, it was not that. Certainly not: nobody 
ever acknowledged to such an imputation yet. What could 
they take now? A glass of hock, said George Eden; 
brandy and soda water, said Lord Temple, and his servant 
supplied them. They were not fit for anything ; they did 
confess that ; and the horses were ordered round, that they 
might go for a long, bracing ride. The fresh air blew on 
their heated brows, and made other men of them, but they 
were awfully thirsty, and they called for some half-and-half 
at more than one roadside inn. They got back to town in 
time to pay some morning visits (morning, as they are 
called), and they looked in at the clubs for a gossip, and 
idled away an hour in the betting rooms, leaving time for 
the display in the park. Then came round the late dinner 
hour, and they sat down to it, as on the previous evening, 
though not at Sir Robert Payn's, and afterwards finished 
up the night selon lea regies. 

Now this was a fair specimen of Lord Temple's days; 
and yet he told Arthur Danesbury that his wild oats 
were buried! Possibly Lord Temple believed they were. 
Possibly Lord Temple thought that when he married, he 
should cut through his present habits, as effectually as a 
knife severs a cheese, and never return to them. Or, he 
may have seen nothing to reprobate in this course of life, 
for example is fearfully infectious, and numbers, older and 
wiser and higher in the peerage than he, led it. 

But what reckoning was it that he was laying up for him- 
self? Time wasted, powers prostrated, talents thrown away I 
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Lord Temple's intellect was fine, and bis heart good, but 
what use was he making of them ? He nev^ cast a thought 
to the solemn warning that for all these flings Qod would 
sorely bring him into judgmwit." 



CHAPTEB X 

Time went on. Time goes on with us aH. Lord Temple 
paid occasional visits to Danesbury House, his conduct there 
being all that it ought to be, and IsabeFs attachment to him 
grew deeper and deeper. Their marriage was not spoken of, 
even yet, as a speedy event, although they were both some 
years old^ than when first engaged, but his affairs did not 
get straight. Serle and St. George performed prodigies of 
wonder towards righting them, so the former assured Lord 
Temple; but the more they effected, the more his lordship 
spent. Every morning ci his life did Lord Temple mai^e a 
firm resolve that the morrow should see him begin a life of 
reformation, of saving, and every night saw his lojxiship 
^>ending as before. 

Bobert and Lionel Danesbury had been for some tune 
resident in London. Bobert's regiment, a foot regiment, was 
quartered there ; and Lionel, who had done with Mr. Pratt, 
was with an eminent town practitioner, attending lootures, 
and walking the hospitals. William likewise remained in 
town. At the expiration of his articles, the firm had pro- 
.posed to Mr. Danesbury that he should continue with them 
a few additional years, for he was clever in his profession, and 
-of much use to them. William likewise urged it, "for 
improvement, and to gain experience,^' he said; but the 
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unliappy truth was, that he was tmable to tear himself from 
the fSasoinations of a Lond(Hi life. The three young men 
vere in the first blush of manhood ; William more than of 
age, lionel approaching it. They were not very frequently 
together, for their pursuits lay in diffeorent spheres, and each 
had a separate lodging. Mr. Danesbury was startled at the 
frequent oalls upon his purse, so much more than he had 
ever bargained for. All were ready with an excuse ; Eobert's 
perhaps the most plausible. He urged the expensive mess ; 
the extravagant habits of his brother officers ; and he must 
do as they did, imless he would like to be sent to Coventry. 
Mr. Danesbury believed that officers must be the greatest 
spendthrifts on the faoe of the earth : he made a handsome 
aUowanoe to Bobert, besides his pay, but the allowance and 
tilie pay seemed to be swallowed up, no one could tell how, 
and a vast deal beside it. He had left his ensigncy behind 
him, and was now lieutenant. William received a good 
salary from his employers, but he could not make it suffi- 
cient for his wants. Lionel was famished with a liberal 
allowance, but it seemed as nothing to him. Mr. Danesbury 
consulted with Arthur, and grumbled, and wrote lectures 
to his sons ; but Mrs. Danesbury made very li^t of it. 
Young men liked to see life before settling down, she said ; 
but they would be all the steadier for it in the end. 

But what was it that their London life was teaching them ? 
Every thing that was bad. Some things, they learned, need 
not be given in detail, but the worst habit that can possibly 
fall upon young men, they had rapidly acquired — ^to fritter 
away their hours in idleness, smoking, and drinking. We 
are speaking now more particularly of Bobert and Lionel : 
William's days, till evening, were occupied in his business, 
therefore idleness could not be diarged upm him. Bobert's 
habits had grown bad, as well as alarmingly expensive : too 
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many families remember now, witli a sigli of agony, what 
were the lives led by the officers quartered in London during 
the long peace. Vanity, vice, betting, gambling, and — what 
this history has most to do with — drinking. All three were 
without control in that dangerous city ; without a home ; for 
the furnished lodgings of a young man cannot deserve the 
name. Lionel's companions were, of course, chiefly medical 
students of various ages ; quite as notorious, in their way, 
as officers are in theirs ; they were dissolute, idle, and irreli- 
gious, gentlemen though they called themselves. Robert 
and Lionel (do not forget that we are not much alluding to 
William, who was not quite so unsteady as his brothers) were 
not yet in the habit of getting intoxicated — that only happened 
to them occasionally : but, had they sat down and reflected on 
the immense quantity of drink they did consume in a day, it 
might have startled them. Lionel chiefly indulged in porter, 
medical student fashion ; Eobert in wine ; and spirits came 
amiss to neither. Drinking begets drinking. Had any one 
told them they were on the road to become men of habitual 
inebriation, they would have scoffed at the notion ; yet, had 
they recalled what had been their customary daily portion 
the previous year, and what the year before that, they would 
have been astonished to find how, with each year, the quan- 
tity had augmented. How could it increase? they would 
have asked themselves ; they did not seem to take, one day, 
more than the preceding one. No, they did not seem to do 
so, taking one day with another, and yet the increase had 
been dreadful. Poor lads I the vice was insinuating itself 
imperceptibly upon them ; they were thrown into its very 
midst ; they did not wish, or intend, to do wrong ; but they 
were unable to withstand the temptations that beset them, 
for London teemed then, as it teems now, with incentives to 
indulge in it. 
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A cab was dashing down Oxford Street into Holbom, a ^ 
well-appointed cab, with a coronet on its panels. The refined , 
features of its distinguished looking driver bore the pale, * 
jaded air, that tells too surely of a dissipated life ; he seemed 
to urge his horse recklessly. ' Clearing all impediments, he 
was about to turn up Red Lion Street, when he checked his 
horse so suddenly that the animal was nearly pulled on his 
haimches. 

" Halloa ! Payn I " called out he ; and Sir Robert Payn, 
who had been walking along, in a brown study, regarding 
nobody, turned off the pavement and went round to the 
driver's side of the cab. 

" I say, Payn," cried he, stooping down and speaking in 
an undertone, " were you not in St. James's Street, the night 
before last, when I went in ? " 

" Yes," answered the baronet. " You had been in the sun ; 
and no mistake." 

" Did I play while you were there ? " 

" Not you. You were too far gone. You couldn't have 
held the cards. Why?" 

" It seems I did get playing. And I thought if you had 
been there, Payn, you might have done me the service to 
pitch me out at the window, rather than suffer me to make 
a fool of myself, and ducks and drakes of my money." 

" Do you mean to say you did do that ? " 

" Others say it ; and there's no doubt I did»" 

" Much damage ? " 

" Pretty fair. What time did you leave ? " 

" What time did I leave ? " pondered Sir Robert. Let's 
see. After that, I looked in at Maggs's, and stopped about 
three-quarters of an hour, and I was at home, and in bed, 
before four. It must have been getting on for three when 
I left St. James's Street. Danesbury and Colonel NeevQ 
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went out when I did. Tou were fast asleep on tlie sofa 
then." 
« Was Sandlin there ? " 

''No, Sandlin was gone. Whitehonse was there, and 
G^orgy Eden ; and those were about all, I think, except 
you and AnketeL There was nothing doing. Swallowtail 
was sitting hy the fire-place, and Whitehouse and Georgy 
were flinging for sovereigns. Are you coming to Sandlin's 
to-night?" 

" I don't know. I shall see. Good day." 

The oab sped on, up Red Lion Street, towards Bedford Row; 
and there it pulled up at the oflfices of Serle and St. George. 
The gentleman threw the reins to his groom, jumped out, 
went into the house, and opened the door bf the front 
oflfice. 

"Mr. Serle in?" 

" No, my lord. Mr. St. George is." 

His lordship walked listlessly through the room. The 
clerks turned their heads after him. Scarcely a young clerk 
but gazed with a sigh of envy : his handsome person, his life 
of ease, his title, even his aristocratic cab at the door, with 
its blood horse, all presented, or seemed to present, food for 
envy. But had the breast of that nobleman been laid bare 
before them, they might have hesitated to exchange their 
own position for his, although they did have to sqratch away 
from morning till night with a hard pen at a hard desk. The 
head clerk left his place, and held open the door of a very 
small room, the private room of Mr. St. George. 

" Lord Temple, sir." 

Mr. St. George rose. He had been sitting before a table 
covered with parchments and papers. ** Serle's not in ? " said 
Lord Temple, who was not only some years older than when 
we last saw him, but who looked it. 
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" No/* replied Mr. St. George. " He is gone up west with 
Mr. Danesbury." 

" With Mr. Danesbury ! Is he in town ? " 
He came up last night on Unexpected business* Is it 
aaiything I can do, my lord ? " 

"I can speak to you, as well as to Serle ; it is all the same, 
I daresay,'' returned Lord Temple, throwing himself into the 
client's chair. " I want some money raised." 

" Raised ixgainf^* echoed Mr. St. Qoorge, with an em- 
phasis. 

" And I must have it, too," added Lord Temple. 
" I fear it will be difficult. The mortgage on the Dacre 
estate '; 

** I beg your pardon," interrupted Lord Temple. " I never 
go into these business details : Serle can tell you so. You 
and he must manage the practiced part, but dcm't worry me 
with it. I must have £3000 by the 25th." 

Wr. St. Gborge looked grave, and at length spoke hesita- 
tingly. 

"Lord Temple " 

"WeU?" 

"Will you pardon me if I am frank with you? Mr. 
Serle, I know, smooths matters over, and gives them a 
pleasant aspect. It is his way. So long as ihe evil day can 
be put off, he is sure to do it* I should like to be more 
honest with you." 

" You would like to tell me that my estates are going to 
the deuce headlong, and the more money I raise, the quicker 
they'll be there," said his lordship, good humouredly. 
" That's what you mean, is it not, St George ?'* 

" Part of it, my lord." 

" Part of it I what's the other part ?" 

" I should like to ask how much longer yon aro going to 
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play with Miss Danesbury," said the lawyer, in a low tone, 
" if I may dare to ask it." 

The colour rushed into the viscount's face. He bit his lip. 

"You will forgive my boldness, Lord Temple, when you 
remember that her mother was my near relative. I have 
long been pained to see your time, your fortune, your 
energies thrown away ; pained for you, and pained for Miss 
Danesbury. You ought to give her up." 

"Give her up I" echoed his lordship: '*give her up I 
Never. She is dearer to me than my own life." 

A contemptuous curl, suppressed instantly, rose to Mr. St. 
George's lip. " Is she dearer to you than your follies, my 
lord?" 

The viscount started from his seat in perturbation, angry, 
yet conscience-stricken. " You are the only man who should 
so speak to me, Mr. St. George. But, as you say, you were 
her mother's relative." 

" It is time that some one should speak," returned Mr. St. 
George. "Mr. Danesbury, buried in the country, unsus- 
picious as his own honourable nature, believes that your 
affairs were so inextricably involved at your father's death, 
that it is taking all this time to get them straight. You 
know perfectly well they might have been set to rights twice 
over, had you been barely prudent — at least, sufficiently 
straight to allow of your marriage." 

Lord Temple made no answer. 

" You also must be aware that each year brings less chance 
of its being accomplished. Every sum of money you raise, 
makes the prospect darker ; while Mr. Danesbury — and no 
doubt his daughter also — is naturally looking, from one 
month to another, to receive news that the desired end is 
gained. Indeed, Lord Temple, you ought to give up Miss 
Danesbury." 
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" I will not give her up," was the answer, passionately 
uttered. ** How dare you suggest so dishonourable an alter- 
native?" 

" My lord I Dishonourable 1 Whether would it be more 
honourable, frankly to tell Mr. Danesbury that your circum- 
stances bar you from marrying, or to waste Miss Danesbury' s 
best years in a useless engagement which will never be ful- 
filled?" 

His lordship turned his haughty face on Mr. St. George. 
It expressed the very essence of scorn. 

** What are you saying, sir ? That the engagement will 
never be fulfilled?" 

Mr. St. George met the viscount's anger equably. He was 
a plain-speaking, right-minded man, and had less reverence 
for rank (as rank alone) in his whole body, than Mr. Serle 
had in his little finger. It was with the senior partner that 
Lord Temple had hitherto consulted. But, now that Mr. St. 
Oeorge had got him face to face, and broken through the 
official trammels of lawyer and client, the" social trammels 
due to rank, he was determined to speak out his mind. 

" My lord, I am saying nothing that the facts of the case 
will not justify. How can the engagement ever be fulfilled, 
when you are daily putting it more and more out of your 
power to do so ? When you were first engaged to Miss 
Danesbxury, years ago, you were in a better position to marry 
than you are now." 

Lord Temple could not gainsay it. " The fact is," said 
he, with a somewhat crestfallen expression, " I have been 
led unwittingly into expenses, one after another. But this 
shall not go on. I will begin the work of reformation, and 
get things straight." 

" So you said then. I fear you will go on saying it to 
the end of time, but not acting. It is cruel behaviour to- 
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wards Miss Danesbury. My lord, I must express it: cruel 
behaviour." . 

I cannot control my circumstances, and convert shiUings 
into pounds/' otied Lord Temple, after an uncomfortable 
pause. He was provoked at the lawyer's manneiB, so oool, 
yet so evidently detemuned not to quarrel ; he was provoked 
at his words, because they were ferae ; and he was jHrovoiked 
at himself. 

** But you can control yourself, and spend less," spoke Mr. 
St. George. That, at least, is in yoiur power. Lieutenant 
Danesbury was at my house the other night, and I gathered 
a hint of your extravagance from some words dropped by 
him. He said Lord Temple was ' going the pace,' ev^ for 
a nobleman." 

" He need not talk," returned Lord Temple, in a fiery tone. 
** There are not many men in this town, noble or simple, 
who go the pace quicker than Bobert Danesbury." 

*^ I believe that is unfortunately true. Mr. Danesbury's 
present visit to town is caused by some unpleasant extra- 
vagance of Bobert's, which must be looked into and pro- 
vided for. But Bobert Danesbury is not an engaged man." 

" You harp so much upon my being engaged," peevishly 
cried Lord Temple. " I wish to my heart I was not engaged ; 
I wish I was married. A single man — a man without home 
ties, as I am, cannot help getting into extravagance. rU 
defy him. I am not a tenth part as extravagant as many of 
my order." 

Nor a fortieth part as weaithy to be extravagant iq)on," 
thought the lawyer. " I know what I should do in the 
dilemma," he added aloud. " I should marry." 

" Marry I " echoed Lord Temple, in consternation. 

" I should. I should lay a statement of facts before Mr. 
Danesbury, and say, * Give me your daughter, sir, and save 
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me &omiDy foUies, for I ea&not Bave> myself/ 7ou woiild 
spend less, as a married mui, thaa yom axe spending now." 

A^nsh of eager hope lighted LovdTempWs clteek, at the 
Yifita tkBs-xmexpeBtedly^Tit before Mm. It wae a way of solv- 
ingtiis julter he had nerer ihoagkt of ; for he had- belieTed he 
must be a clear man before he could venture to become a 
itialrxiatt t)ne. Bat this oolour faded from his face again, 
faded .irtith reieotian. " No, no," he sadly said, " how is it 
Ucd^r tiiat Danesbury. would give her toms, trammeRed 
as I am ? I should blush to ask him." 

'*fSoiL dBQ but tiT-him," nftswered Mr. St. George. 
think jou should do ihdi, or give her up/ She is not lock- 
ing wdU, and ihisruoocrtaiiity, this oootkmed disappointment, 
is enough to break the spirit of any woman. * Hope defemd 
ttdkatLtheheart^ldk,' Lord Temple.'' 

''How do you know that she jii not ksoking wi^?^' do- 
midflrt J^rd Tempde, oatching at ihe words. 

'f ];6ee th&t'iriM is xxaL i^and her step^moUier aoeom* 
paiiiad:r!Blr.. Tkasesdmcy ix> town, and they ate ftaying fit my 
houses" 

*^Ym tM, cmel manl Jaabel at hand, and you ooald 
quieily keep: it ta yourac^ f Is she in now ? Do you tlmd^ 
ahaifrianow?" 

Losd Tiempk, in his eagemoBs^ hadtippBoabhed doaeto the 
lawyer. His breath was horned, his i^ps were apart with 
eatsitemimt. 

cannot understazid yo«/' enqihatleally cried Mr. Si. 
(Jeorge, as he noticed the signs. " You are evidently deeply 
nttnoh»d)tO Muis Danesbury, yetyou wiil noiTetinqulsh your 
wilGl hilbite: to 4>btai& hex. But myopitnoD is^ that yoiL and 
MiaajElattoabury fihoddndtmeet^ imissarliuDga^betweeQ^ 
oan moce abtia£actorily« I teH yoa|.my l(Bd> tiie en^ 
gagmn^^oof^trto^aeflSA.'' 

E 
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" Perhaps you wish to prohibit my calling at yonr house 
to see her? " haughtily spoke Lord Temple. 

" Pardon me, my lord. I hope you wiU never find me 
guilty of discourtesy ; though I cannot shut my eyes to what 
is right and wrong, especially with regard to the interests of 
Miss Danesbury." 

" If I could marry I " murmured his lordship. " But it is 
of no use dwelling on it. We could not live upon air." 

Mr. St George drew in his lips. " Do you live upon air 
now, Lord Temple ?" 

" No; of course I don't. But — ^to bring Isabel to an un- 
suitable home, a home imworthy of her I And you know 
things have come to such a pitch that the estates must be at 
nuirse." 

I know they must. But a thousand or fifteen hundred 
a-year. can be managed out of them." 

Lord Temple, opened his eyes and his mouth. He doubted 
if he heard aright. "Marry upon that I" he slowly 
uttered, " why, it would take as much, nearly, for Isabel's 
court-dress when she was presented! She should not go a 
&ight, I can tell you, and disgrace her own noble beauty, 
and the coronet of Temple. And there would be the opera* 
box, and her own carriage and servants, and the re-setting 
of the family diamonds — ^for they have not been renovated 
since the time of my grandmother — ^besides the general, ex- 
penses, housekeeping, and that. I don't see that ten thou- 
sand a-year would go very far towards it all : and you talk 
of one I" 

Mr. St. George, though considerably amused, felt angry. 
" We are speaking at cross purposes. Lord Temple," he said, 
taking out his watch, the lawyers* hint that a conference is 
up. " When I spoke of your marrying at once, I thought 
of your living retired for a time, as a private gentleaMOi. I 
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beitere I said so. Tou, it appears, can only oontemplate it 
in accordance with your rank as a peer. I confess that I 
see no probability of your being enabled to marry, as such, 
either now or later." 

Lord Temple ruminated. " I would give all I am worth 
to have her," he said. "What is the smallest income I 
might ask for her upon, without an insult?" 

Mr. St. George had grown as stiff as a poker. ** Not any 
' income that I shall suggest, Lord Temple. I have said idl 
I have to say, and it has not found favour with you : were 
I to urge it further, you might deem that I, as a relative 
of Miss Danesbury, had a design to thrust her upon 
you." 

"Now you are stupid I" retorted his lordship. "I only 
wish you could thrust her upon me. I should be too thank- 
ful. She is far superior to me, St. George." 

" I think she is," was Mr. St. George's reply, as he drew 
tip his little figure, and looked fearlessly in the peer's face. 
" Although you are my Lord Viscount Temple, and she is 
only plain Miss Danesbury, the daughter of Danesbury the 
ifon-master, I have long thought that you were not worthy 
of her. Now you have the truth." 

Lord Temple played with his watch-chain. " My concern 
is for her, not for myself. If I were put in a first-floor 
lodging, or a cottage with two rooms, it would be as good 
to me aa a palace, if she were but with me." 

« Then why need you fear for Isabel? She has not been 
Jbrought up to the luxuries of high life, and would not miss 
.what she has scarcely been accustomed to." 

" But she would be Lady Temple then." 

"And could wait for her honours. However, do as you 
think best, my lord." 

A clerk put in his head—" Oaptwn Thomson's here, 
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imiM Mr. fierlo, bul lie^U tea you instead; It%i 'Wfy 
^'^Mk ]uBi to mit »iwi»:|:fee.^ 

" I am going," said Lord Temple. " I expeot jxm -wSk 
exAea this a» « deobls o^srence, A» I httve Jcept yon an 
imoonsoioniible time/' be laugked. I have made up my 
mind to speak to Mr. Daneabury. But about thai £88iM)^ 
Bt. George. You will ittt f(»g«t to tell Serk^^*^ 

<f I will teU him. igSOOO^it is a large sum. It woM 
baye kept your married biMne for a year or two» if thl» p|iuii 
be carried oot'' 

<<I suppose it would,^ aoswered ItoH l^ttufk, bis hrom 
contracting. I won't get into such another mess, but tiua 
xamt be pro^iitecl fi>i^'< 

"Wa»Jitplny?'» 

Lord Temple noMacL 

<a tboQght yon h»d kft off pb^?** 

" You »ay d^ii4 1 will leave it ofl^" fteroely apolia 
loidsb^A* Tksiy don't oatcb me ksiiig tiiree tiiMiaaDd 
pound^ ag^ And I bad lelt it off, that^a Mie; wt .iiid 
HQt kiK»r anything about loaipg this. I ahould not lum 
done it, had I been in my senses.'* 

« I do not understand yaa,^ aaid Mr. $t Q>aoi9a. 

" It was that cursed drink/' retam^hk loidahip» 

H Stilly I do not undttirtand;'* 
Why, it was in St JamesHi Stmt," explalnad IiOft 
Tem;^, kioking the toe^ of bia boot Against tba fbndmr^ I 
went inwilib Anketel, the ' night b^on last,llii6e|»rtB.goiie^ 
for I had been drinking wkn freely , and I tbrew ayselPaii'A 
sofa, and to sleep I wont* I dedaia that ia all 1 remaolber 
of it. I no mOM knew tiliftt I wofea vi]^ and aai dmm to 
play than you did, who were not there ; and t}k8 Bast mxm^ 
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tHODtilMn 1 tb^cl$fttftK;k ; told him it a hdax ; but 
he said I shbttH Ifed it nb hottJt, Wftdtf I idttfiflie td' Tps^y. And 
I found I bi41<J«t £8eO!r, att^ h«d given tty I U for it." 

. " Are you ^6^ gave it ? AW yo« ts\m they n^ete not 
hoaxing you, aflef all?" aifeed Mr. 8*. Gf^orgfe. 

Mil i«jre I gave it. I \rould n'6t believe Anketel ; 
a»d Shratodtmy, who hol^ it, brdWght it to shd^ m^. It 
MfVb my writing, I>laia enough ; rathet shaky, bttt still 

" Swfdlowt^V-SwaHowtAil?" said Mr. St. (Jeorge. " Ah, 
b» i8 txiiieh afcdut gambling-houses ncrsti The less you have 
to do with hhn, th^ better." 

" I don't like him, myself; he is as kiften as a razor. He 
is a lawyer, isn't he V* 

** He was," replied Mr. St. George, emphasising the second 
ymtdf " but his practice grew too sharp, and he was struck 
off ttos rolls.'' 

**0h, that's it, 19 it,"^ carelessly replied Lord Temple. 
<*H^ has something to do with the establishment in St. 
Jsmfes^ Sireet, I think, for he is always there-." 

" Too much to do with it," muttered the lawyer. " Was 
it this man who won your money ? " 

" I suppose so. Or, non-compos, as I was, I should hardly 
have given him an acknowledgment. I have no more recol- 
lection of the transactioh myself, than the child imbom." 

But you must surely remember the fact of playing, if 
you do not remember the details. And you could not give 
an kckncfWledgment in your own handwrithig without re- 
tnmng some coneciouBness of 11.^ 

" I a»stiiw ym I am totally obKrioia of the evening alfco- 
getfaer. I have a faint reoc^etioft of going into the house^ 
aM^«^OTB2r]g:0aiidliili^ I thinlr, 



DANS0BUST H0UBB. 



somebody gave me some brandy and water, and I lay down' 
on the sofa to sleep. I have no farther consciousness of 
anything, till I woke np next day in my own bed." 
It is very strange/' exclaimed Mr. St. George. 

" So it is," s^d his lordship ; " but it's true." 

" Who was in the room when you played ?" 

** How am I to know ? I met Payn just now, and he says 
he left about three o'clock, with Colonel Neeve and Bobert 
Danesbury. That I was asleep on the sofa then, with no 
play in me, and Whitehouse and Eden were tossing for 
80VS. I asked Anketel yesterday, how on earth he could 
suffer me to play when in such a state, and he swears I woke 
up and would play, and there was no preventing me." 
I don't like Anketel," observed Mr. St. George. 

" Oh, he is a good fellow enough, in the main : always at 
one's beck and call. Well, I don't get into such another 
pit. Tell Serle the money must be ready by the 25th, for 
that is the day I have promised it. Good morning, St. George.** 

Lord Temple ascended to his cab, took the reins from his 
groom, touched his horse, and was whirled away towards 
Hyde Park Gkirdens, where Mr. St. George's residence was 
situated. 



CHAPTEB XL 

Not long had Lord Temple left Bedford Bow, when Mr. 
Danesbury and Mr. Serle returned to it. The latter imme- 
diately closeted himself with Captain Thomson, and Mr. St 
George obtained a moment's conversation with Mr. Banes- 
bury. Mr. Danesbury was much altered : he was beginning 



THE DBMAlin}.- 



135 



lo look quite an old man. The courses pursued by his sons 
oould no longer be concealed from him, apart from their 
expenditure, and they told upon his health and spirits. 

" Lord Temple has just driven from here," observed Mr. 
St George. " I expect he is gone to my house to see Isabel, 
by the pace at which his cab tore from the door. I fancy he 
will be makmg you a proposal to-day, sir." 
. " Of what nature ? " inquired Mr. Danesbury. 

" That he may be allowed to take Isabel at once, for better 
or for worse. He has been waiting all these years for his 
affairs to be set straight, with a miracle, I suppose, but they 
only get deeper involved." 

How is that ? " said Mr. Danesbury. 
It is his own fault, sir. He spends ten times more than 
he ought, and makes no attempt at self-denial But he as- 
sociates with other men of his rank — which is but natural — 
and plunges into all their folly and improvidence. And 
plunge into it he must, he says, as long as he is a bachelor." 

*' I do not see the obligation," returned Mr. Danesbury. 
' " Neither do I. But it seems he does, or his want of re- 
solution does for him. I told him to-day — for which inter- 
ference I hope you will not be displeased with me — ^that he 
ought to resign Isabel, or else make arrangements so that he 
could marry her. He was ready to trample on me for hint- 
ing at such a thing as resigning her. I believe his attach- 
ment is fervent." 

" Yes, I do think that," acquiesced Mr. Danesbury. " But 
there is a serious question in the midst of this, Walter. Are 
these habits of Lord Temple such as will cling to him after 
marriage ? " 

<^ I sincerely believe not. He has no domestic home in 
which to spend his evenings, and he goes out with those who 
have twenty-times his rent-xolL Once let him be removed 
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firorar tie ivild Jot iiiio beset: him; novv^reliisTudjdisi^giMi 
qualities &ir pby, and he migiii beoome an onuoaeni to Iw 
order. Isabel' b daflT- infliieiioe wovld. do aocith; i'told: him 
they might liyex^n athoasand a^yeasf-wMk ih^ estates 
wen Tig^tmg themselves*" 
What did he -say?" 

" Stared at me as^iioi^ Ihad lo8tii^S0DBesi«9Bdwoiidei»d 
what would become of Isabel, iwtrieted to at thoniand a' year. 
His notiomr exteoctod to oourtdresses faer^ and re-set 
diamonds, and opera-boxes, and gilded oarriages, said aaali- 
fkywered footmen. Inshort, hehasas miichiiotioBof eooiwmy, 
as my eldest son and heir has of a whipping, which his 
mother won't give him, or let anybody else. However, he 
oame to the oonclosion at last, that if yooi wocdd^eixtertain 
the proposal, and Isabel not think it * an insnlt,' hfr shonld 
go wild with gratitude at its being adopted." 

If Isabel were restricted to a thousand a year ail her 
life, she would not be much worse off than she has been," 
smiled Mr. Danesbury. 

**1 told him that, or something equivalent to it ; but ho 
has got a crotchet in his head, that thon^ Mhs Daneidbury 
may pleasantly ruralize upon a thousand a year, snth a 
calamity would be entirely out of place for the Lady Tempie. 
He but judges according to the prejudices of his rank, sit." 

Isabel shaU not marry without a settlement," said Mr. 
Danesbury. 

** Most certainly not That can be effected. A small one. 
And — ^pardon me — shoiold Isabel inherit anytiiing front yoUt 
it should also be settled on her." 

Mr. Danesbury sighed deeply. " Isabel shaU not sufSw, 
whatever betide the rest of us,'' he said. " I set aside long 
ago, in my own determination, £10,000 as my daughter's 
marriage portion, and she shaEhave it on her weddingniiqr ; 



\ah amt»^iMjiamm m giving me great aatudety. I have 
serious calls xmimj iNarawi, now." 
**iaam)wanfto hn&t sic" 

^Ife«pf>am to.oaftihat young men, noir-a-days, think of 
lililBey.fooBidfift pieasnre and repiehensible pursuits. It was 
not so wbsn I was young." 

** TheBrl>oyB of yours have been less fortunately situated 
than you were, sir. You were sheltered in your paternal 
katne^aad-^ n^t leave it:, t^iey have been cast abroad in 
this city of evil, without the protection of one. Rely upon 
it, if we would keep a young man steady, we must give him 
a'home that he can find pleasure in. We must compass him 
about and shield him, as it were, with home in^uence. The 
want of this, has boen Lord Temple's bane : he said so this 
very day.'^ 

" There is a great deal in it," observed Mr. Danesbury. 
There ia everything in it," warmly returned Mr. St. 
Gtofge^ ''provided a young man has good principles. I 
believe that many a mother, if impressed with the influOTice 
it must exercise, for good or for evil, would make home 
pkasanter, than she does, for her growing sons. A bright, 
pleasant evening home, where he will find amusement, merry 
society, and lovii^ faces, is a young man's greatest safe- 
guard." 

A pang shot across the heart of Mr. Danesbury. His wife 
ba^ >fu< made home pleasant to their boys. ** I can but hope 
ajKL-pray," he said aloud, as he rose, " that as my sons grow 
iar- jmxsf they may grow in prudence and wisdom, and 
redeem what they are doing now." 

" Are you going out again, sir ? " 

^* To Bee Williittn, I have not seen him yet.*^ 

**He returns home in. autumn, I hear, for good." 
Tesy" replied Mr. Daoeebttry, he joins us in tiie works." 
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" Yon will ask them ail three to come and dine wHh yon' 
to^y, sir. Mrs. St. George is expecting them.'' 

Thank you. I will tell William ; but the question ig, 
where I am to pick up Robert and LioneL We hare not 
long left Robert, but he may not be to be found again. 
Lionel I have called on twice, but have not seen him." 

Mr. Danesbury was leaving the room when Mr. Seile came 
in, having got rid of Captain Thomson. 

^< Danesbury, my wife saya you must all dine vith us 
to-day." 

" We are engaged to Mrs. St. George." 

" That's not fair," returned Mr. Serle ; " Charlotte had you 
last time. Tou must promise us for to-morrow." 

** I hope to get this business arranged to-morrow, in tame 
to go back to Eastborough." 

" Not a bit of it," laughed Mr. Serle. " You don't know 
Knighton and Jukes, if you think they are going to get over 
business in that style. They are the slowest practitionera 
in London." 

Mr. Danesbury went out. Mr. Serle stood with his back 
to the fire-place for a moment before returning to his own 
room, whilst his junior partner sat down to his writing-table. 

''What a scamp that Robert Danesbury is getting!" 
uttered Mr. Serle. 

Mr. St. Greorge looked up. 

" He has been signing bills wholesale. Must have done it 
when he was drunk, I say. He will be got out of this mess, 
but Danesbury will have future trouble with him, as sure as 
my name's Mat Serle." 

" Does he drink much ?" 

'' He must: His looks and his shaking hands bespeak it 
Besides, he could not be squandering away the money that 
he is, unless drink played its full share. I smelled it strong 
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this monuBg, when we were speaking to him; I don't know 
whether Danesbury did. I think the very demon of mis- 
chief possesses the young men. There's Charley got into a 
scrape at college, through some drunken bout, and a whole 
lot of money and worry it will take, to get him straight." 

" Your son Charles, do you mean ? " questioned St. Greoige, 
in surprise. 

*^ He, and no other. I had letters from Oxford this morn- 
ing, one from Mr. Charles, and one from his tutor. A pretty 
parson he'll make 1 And the companions that help him out, 
pretty parsons they will make I I wonder the heads of the 
University don't find means to stop these, their embryo 
clergymen, from making animals of themselves. They 
ought. The colleges should be models of morality." 

"There is as much drinking going on at Oxford and 
Cambridge as there is elsewhere," observed Mr. St. George. 

" One may slave and slave for ever to little purpose," irri- 
tably continued the senior partner. " There's Danesbury, 
working and laying by, in his line ; and I am doing the same 
in mine. Where's the use ? If our children are to spend 
fftster than we gain, where's the profit ? " 

Mr. St. George was biting the end of a pen, listening, and 
ruminating. " I have begun to think lately," he observed, 
" that the most fortunate position a young man can be placed 
in, is to have no expectations ; no money to depend on ; 
nothing but his own exertions. I had nothing else, and 
the knowledge kept me steady, and I got on. The Danes- 
burys think that they have their father's money to fly to, 
your sons think the same : perhaps if they knew there was 
nothing, they would lead different lives." 

Mr. Serle looked cross and vexed. His hands were in his 
pockets, and he was rattling the silver in them. His sons 
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hftd given Idm dome laroabk^ thougb: nc*, m 5«t, .<» m greftt' 
extent. " Has Ofu*gill been here ? " he snddetify Al^edr 
" Ko ; but Lord Temple has/* 
"What did he want? ^ 
The old errand. Mo^y raited." 
I should like to know what oQpoa/' erabl^dif ivtoHed 
Mr. Serle. " He has pretty nearly drained himself dfy/' 
He wants £3000 by the 25th of the month." 
" How mach?'' was Mr. Serle's astonished fefoiiider. 
«£3000." 

** Why, what has he been at, to want thM?" he raimi«d, 
fift» apause. 

" Play," was the short answer. 
There's another nioe specimen for you, his lotdship of 
Temple," sarcastically cried Mr. Serle. "Money, money, 
money, nothing but money ; have it, he will; and when he 
has got it, throws it away like water. Well, if he does 
choose to reduce himself to poverty, he mmst do it : it's no 
affair of mine. By when, do you say?" 

" The 25th. Can it be raised ? " 

" Oh, it can be raised ; this con : but I <sa& tell him tiiere 
will soon be nothing left to raise upon. What possessed hkn 
to be such a madman as to lose £3000 at pla^ ? " 

" He was drunk when he did it," returned Mr. St. 6e<n^. 
" Drunk when he, played, and drunk when he gaye his ac- 
knowledgment of the debt." 

"There it is again I there's the evlL Charles pleadSB 
drunkenness, as the oause of his emb»assment; Bobert 
Danesbury owes his to drink. I wish all the filthy liquor 
was at the bottom of the sea I " Probably Mr. Serle forgot, 
as he spoke, thatheparto^ pretty plentifully himself) every 
day. 
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^ It wnvuUbe att the batter far some people,'" acqtdeBced 
Mr. ChK^^gQ^iftlmqm toBe. 

^'TogoaadlMeiidOOOatpIayl HBumad." 

''He says he was perHeotly senselen. Knew ndiMng 
almtl il ihm, and reinembefe nothiag aow.'^ 

<' IKonsense, SI. G«Qrg<el £f & man la sane enoagh to 
I^a^y and sign for his looaea, bo k saao eomigh io remember 
it." 

The same reflection had struck Mr. St. George. Tet 
l40ni Temple's weed wae sirictl j hanonraUoi 

& S«r]o Boddid his: head, semal littie noda snceeasivel^, 
aa.if Itfi wore at a loss for words. ^ It is fine to be fhe«e 
BobkUadea. Wbata wi^ of getfing out of aioneyl Bsi- 
gno^l WbobflUAthaaoknowledgment?'' 
" Swallowtail" 

Bhaxplgriiq^eatodlbvBerle. 
'SBwaUawtaUr' 

^:dwaUovtaar' uttered Me. gsrla. ^'{Howmn noUemea 
lower themselves to associate with such a man? He would 
Jialbe toleiafted at their kmaes. Bat fae is a ctever man 1 
Ay, not a man in the profession, or out of it, has keener 
braiBA^tbaii be^ If tbo Koney was ioat to SiaaUowtail--- 
'ware TBfKq[>lo4 fox-ha mvat pagr it to tin Imw." 

£alii^ as Mr. DanadNB^ was steedn^ by OhaiingOoss, 
on bbit^ay from Sajrliament Street, Lord Temple amd b» 
eal> aame diiving by. The young nobkBiaa aair Idm, and 
pulled up. 

'« WMliberaie yon boond?'' bfi ia(|ilixQd,wii«fc«tfula«iens 

were over. 

. «' To Bedford Bow,''n|M.lfr.BaBeMia7 

*^'Mofr- HM^to diive yon," said Load Twnpie. Oet 19 
behind," he added to his sensanlu Bo the man got out of 
the cab, and Mr. Danesbury got in. 
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''I am delighted to have met yoii,'^ exelaimed Lord 
Temple, slackening the reins. I have a petiti(m to prefer 
to you, though I fear you will not entertain it." 

"What is it? " said Mr. Danesbury. 
I am ashamed to ask it," returned Lord Temple, with a 
heightened colour. " I had better bring it out without any 
softening," he added, in a sort of desperation. " The fact is, 
sir, I want you to give me Isabel at once, and I have nothing 
to keep her on." 

A pause of some minutes. Lord Temple's whip gently 
played with his horse's ears. He was intrenched in all the 
pride and prejudices of his rank, as Mr. St. George had 
remarked, and really believed that it was little short of an 
insult to Isabel, to make her, at the present moment^. Lady 
Temple. ' 

" What do you call f nothing?*" asked Mr. Danesbury. 

" A thousand or fifteen hundred a-year, or so. It is all 
that can be screwed from my estates. Do you think Isabel 
would risk it?" 

"Not if her heart be set upon opera boxes and court 
diamonds." 

The young nobleman looked round at Mr. Danesbury in 
surprise. " St. Gteorge has been talking to you, sir I " 

"Yes, he has," replied Mr. Danesbury. "I went into 
Serle's just after you left, and St. George, in doubt, I 
bdieve, whether I should think he had done right, told me 
what he had been recommending." 

Lord Temple scarcely breathed. " Do you approve of it ? " 
he asked at length. 

" I think it would be a far happier life, both for you and 
Isabel, than the one you are leading ; and I should entirely 
approve of it, but for one thing." 

"What is that, sir?'* . . 
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"St. G^eorge spoke of your extravagant evening habits. 
He did not enter into them, but I can give a guess at what 
they are. Unfortunately, I am getting experienced in the evil 
indulgences, of a London life. Are you sure, sure beyond 
doubt, that you can put these entirely and for ever aside? 
Morally sure in your own heart, resolutely sure in your own 
self-reliance, under help from, and trust in, your Creator ? 
, Unless you are, I will not consent to give you my daughter. 
My lord, I trust implicitly to your honour for a truthful 
answer." 

Excitement flashed into the face of Lord Temple, eager- 
ness to his eye, as he grasped the hand of Mr. Danesbury. 
" So long as I am alone," he said, " I must keep up, in some 
measure, my evening habits ; but, from the moment that I 
.am a married man, I forswear them. Nothing, no tempta- 
tion, were it likely that such could be then offered me, 
would induce me to rejoin my present wild companions ; I 
would not so for wrong my wife and myself. On my honour 
as a British nobleman, on my sacred word, sir, I tell you 
truth." 

. " Then, Lord Temple, you shall have Isabel." 

They reached Bedford Row. Mr. Danesbury went in and 
Mr. St. George came out. " Has anything been done ?" he 
whispered. " Have you said anything to Mr. Danesbury ? " 

**I have said all," was Lord Temple's answer, whilst a 
radiant expression sat upon his countenance ; " and he thinks 
as you do, that it will be the best thing. I shall be ever 
grateful to you, St. George, for suggesting it to me." 

" I think you might have suggested it to yourself, all these 
-wasted years. But, Lord Temple, I have all but passed my 
Dfoid to Mr. Danesbury that, with your marriage, your reck- 
less habits shall cease." 

Lord Temple bent his head forward and looked full in the 



face of Mr. 8t Ge(»geL haw avomihai aMgNaiAB. Be 
easy." 

'<Good. HaT© you aeen Isabel?^ 

^^No ; she was ont. I am going again. I sn^ppose 
you will giye your pennission. now,'' he^uLdsd, with a mwry 
glaooe. 

Mr. St George retomed it. ^^I wouldsay, vosdb and dine 
with us to-day at six, only that there's sure to Ve a pikain 
dinn^: nothing fit to set before a yisoounL" 

"Thank you," laughed Lord Temple ; "I will b^sme to 
come. Bread and cheese will do^ if tiiei»^ :nothi]ig«lBe." 
And (mce more Lord Temple whiiled away. 

Some ladies were waiting in the front diavuig-TOQmL of a 
hands<»ne house, contiguous to Hyde Pack, on ih&i hat. Juljf 
eveniog. It was getting close ta the (£nner homci .Mn^Bi. 
George, grovn into a per&ot littte domplia^ aiiioa :hflr 
marriage, sat on a low chair, nnrsiiig a young gemtlenwLin 
long, white petticoats ; another gentleman^ is 8hartr6ilbvfli:v«t 
ones, the very shape of a fan, waa making himself .ttovbfe- 
some in all parts of the room ; and a little girl, in a.piiik 
embroidered frock, had seated herself on the carpet.. Mrs. 
Danesbury, wearing a lavender mstslin dress and a oross 
look, was at one of the windows, and Isaiael Bad IsaHlt 
to play with the littte girL Her form was elegant^ '1« 
bearing stately, as of old, bnt a somenvhttb sad look had 
settled upon her lovely faos. The h^xlr.of the sim ahoaa <i 
the smooth bapds of her chestiut hair, and her Miv vyv 
were dancing with merriment at the little lady^a qant 
attempts to talk. She wore a lighi blue silk dzen witii a 
gold chain and golden braoelets. They had been.out.aiHip- 
ping all the afbemoon — ^Mss, and Miss Ssnesboffyfa iikM 
object, in accompanying IMr. Danesbury to tonm. 

"You look tired, Aunt Ehza," died'MxsL Sk. GMqpa . 
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" I am vexed," peevishly returned Mrs. Danesbury. " I 
thought Robert and Lionel would have been here to see me 
before this." 

" How do you know they may not have called while wo 
were out, mamma?" interposed Isabel. **Have you 
enquired?" 

" No," snappishly replied Mrs. Danesbury. " Had they 
called, I should have been told of it." 

" Servants forget sometimes," observed Mrs. St. George. 
" Walter, darling, come and ring the bell." 

" Shan't," was lisped from the far end of the room. 

" Oh I come and ring it for mamma." 

" No," responded Master Walter, who was at some mis- 
chief with the pedals of the piano. 

Isabel laughed, rose, and rang it. And the servant, in 
answer to enquiries, said that none of the Mr. Danesburys 
had called. 

"Are you sure?" criod Mrs. Danesbury, turning sharply 
on the man. 

Quite sure, ma'am. No one has been, but one gentleman, 
and he called twice. He asked for Miss Danesbury, and his 
cab had a coronet on it." 

" No need to wonder who that was, Isabel," smiled Mrs. 
St. G^rge, as the servant retired. " I am sorry you were 
out." 

" Ugh ! " grunted Mrs. Danesbury, " no great compliment. 
If he would fix the marriage, it would be more to the purpose. 
I know this, if a gentleman asked me to be his wife, and then 
kept shilly-shallying, off and on, for years, he might keep 
Mb calls to himself. His affection for Isabel looks more 
like moonshine than reality." 

There was an awkward silence. Band Mrs. St. George 
was wondering what she could say to soften down the speech, 
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and Isabers heart beat visibly,- when Mr. St. George entered. 
Has Mxi Danesbiiry got back yet ? he asked. 

" No, he hasnH," returned Mrs. Danesbury. "Hiivc you 
seen Bobert ? " 

" I have not. I believe he has." 

" It is very strange the boys could not call here. Unless 
Mr. Danesbury, with his stupid memory, forgot to say that 
we had come to town with him." 

Isabel lodked quickly up : longing to say that her dear 
father's memory was not stupid. But she rarely cared to 
enter the contradiction lists with Mrs. Danesbiuy. 

The children were pulling Mr. St. George about,, scream- 
ing and talking. " That's just like you, Charlotte," cried 
he, " filling the room with these little brats, to deafen your 
visitors." But he nevertheless took up the " little brats," 
and kissed them fondly. 

" Have you been whipped to-day, Waltor ? " 

« No, 'pa." 

" I shall never teach mamma what's good for you : I know 
you have deserved it. There, run along. Isabel, step into 
this room with me. None of you, remember. Charlotte, 
call the children. I want to talk secrets with Isabel." 

The back drawing-room was empty, and he closad. the 
door between the two rooms. "Isabel," he began, " Ixtive 
you seen Lord Temple ? " 

« No." 

" Then what will you give me for some ni ws ? " 
She made no reply. 

" I have been talking with Lord Temple to-day. He had 
got it into his head that you would not marry him uuless he 
had a nobleman's allowance — winch is any sum you may 
please to n'.ention from ten thousand a year, upwards — and I 
to)d him I thought he was mistaken : that you did not oonr 
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sider an army of footman essentifti, or a mansion in Gro6- 
venor Square. So I beKeve— now do not look so scared and 
coiisciouS} or I will not tell I — I believe he means to ask you 
to take him as he is." 

Isabel did look very oonscions, if not scared : but at that 
moment there was a thnndering peal at the house-door. 

- " I thought I would whisper it to you, ior you have been 
kept in suspense long enough : much longer than you should 
have been, had I been your nearest relative. May heaven 
bless you, Isabel, and render your wedded life happy ; and 
more prolonged than was your poor mother's 1 " 

Mr. St. Greorge went out of the room by the door leading 
to the stair-case, leaving Isabel in agitation. The news waa 
indeed sudden, and her chest was heaving wildly. Mr. St. 
Gteorge encountered some one on the stairs, and then came 
back, as Isabel supposed, into the room. He closed the door 
and advanced to her, but she was leaning with her elbow on 
the mantle^piace, her fingers shading her eyes. In another 
moment, two white, aristocratic hands were laid on her 
shoulders, and she looked up* A faint cry of surprise, and 
Lord Temple clasped her to him. 

" No, no; stay here. It will soon be. your own legal resting- 
place. My dearest, this suspense is to end, for I am to have 
you, poor aa I stand. Your father has consented. Will you 
consent ? " 

She did not answer. Only let fall a few happy tears, and 
remained passively where he had placed, lier. 

" It is not as it ought to have been," he continued to whis- 
per, but they say yon will be content to risk it, imtil things 
come round. What I cannot give in riches, I will make up 
in love, Isabel." 

" Worth far more than the other," she murmiued. 

" My darling ! may you ever think so I " 
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At this moment the door opened, and Mrs. St. George 
entered so quickly that Isabel had no time to draw away. 
Viscount Temple raised his face, placed her arm within his, 
and stood there with her, proud, calm, self-possessed. Mr. 
St. George came following his wife quickly. 

" Now, Charlotte ! what can you possibly want?" 

"I — thought it was only you," stammered Mrs. SU 
George. " I did not know Lord Temple was here." 

" Did I not tell you I had secrets to discuss with Isabel ? " 
remonstrated Mr. St. George, with mock seriousness, while 
his wife looked from one to the other, and Lord Temple 
laughed to see her bewilderment. "What is there for 
dinner to-day?" continued Mr. St. George, 

" For dinner 1 " she echoed. 

" Because Lord Temple will do us the honour to partake 
of it." 

" Oh — ^if I had but known I Though indeed I am very 
proud and pleased to see your Lordship," she added, in her 
good-natured way. "Only I would have had something 
better ; something different, I mean." 

"I bargained for bread-and-cheese," said Lord Temple, 
" so, if there should be anything more substantial than that, 
it will come as a surprise." 

" Bread-and-cheese 1 " repeated Mrs. St. George. 

"Is it bread-and-cheese?" gravely questioned her hus- 
band. 

" How stupid you are, Walter 1 But it is a very plain 
dinner. I wish I had known." 

" Is it suet dumplings ?" continued Mr. St. George. 

" Walter, then ! It is a salmon, and a piece of roast beef. 
Nothing else in the world, except some pastry." 

" We shall not fast, it seems," said Lord Temple. " It is 
a dinner for a prince." 
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" You Bxe both laughing," she returned. " You are also 
laughing, Isabel.. You must all have some secret." 

"Which you shall know very shortly, dear Mrs. St. 
George, and the world also," answered Lord Temple. 

Mr. Danesbury and William arrived, and they sat down 
to dinner. When the cloth was removed, the troublesome 
Master Walter and his sister were brought in. Mrs. Danes- 
bury took the boy on her knee, and after suppljring him with 
fruit, and other good things from the dessert, held her glass 
of port wine to his lips, that he might sip it. Mr. St. G^eorge 
immediately placed his hand over the glass. " No wine for 
the child, Mrs. Danesbury." 

" Just a little sip," said she. " That rich cake must have 
made him thirsty." 

" No wine," repeated Mr. St. George in an unmistakable 
ton?, as he poured out some water and handed it to the boy. 
" My children do not drink it." 

Isabel, who was on the other side Mr. St. George, between 
him and Lord Temple, presently took occasion to whisper : 
" Have you adopted Arthur's theory?" 

" I have adof)ted your mamma's," replied Mr. St. George. 
" The evening that I dined with her at Mr. Serle's, many 
years ago now, the fatal evening of the accident, I heard her 
speak of the duty a parent owes a child, to encourage in him 
the love of pure water. It made a strong impression on me, 
and I inwardly resolved, if ever I had children, that it should 
be carried out. That boy has never tasted wine or beer yet, 
and I do not intend that he shalL Charlotte will tell you 
the same." 

** You are drinking wine yourself,^* said Isabel. 
" Yes : I was not brought up to drink water," significantly 
responded Mr. St. George. " But I do not exceed, Isabel." 
There was an interruption ere he had well spoken. Lionel 
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Banesbory entered. A good-looking, pleasaat young man, 
something like WiUiaai — CMrions that it .BhouM be so, for 
William resembled chiefly bis own njotber. Lionel was not 
tall, scarcely reacbi^g tbe middle height He was in high 
spirits, and seeaaaed urery welL 

" A pretty dance I have had ttfter you, Lionel," cried Mr. 
Danesbury. " Eour times I wasiit your rooms to-day, and 
oowld not find you dn." 

I was at the hosptal, sir. Thai& you, Mrs. St. George, 
I have dined. I did not get the note, my fajther left, till six 
o'clock, so I went aoad had a chop first, for I knew you would 
have finished. How well you are looking, Isabel 

A remark that made Isabel colour very much. Lionel sat 
down by his mother, and Mr. St. George passed him the 
'wine. 

Good gracious, Lionel," cried Mrs. Danesbupy in a whis- 
jyer, " how you do smell of tobaooo flmoke I What can make 
you smoke so much ? " 

"Ah," laughed he, good humonredly, "pat you in 
my place, mother, in the dissecting-room, and you'd smoke, 
yourself. I don't wish to upset you over St. George's 
dinner-table ; but I should^ if I were to tdl you of the work 
wc have to do there. A medical «tmdent must smoke in self- 
defence." 

" When shall you pass, Lionel'? " 

" In tiie spring. Pass the Roytl Oollege of Surgf ons — 
not the physicians, you know, yet" 

" Of course not. And where do you think of setting up ?" 

" In London, of course. I intend to be a great man before 
I die, mother ; and I li^pe you'll live. to see it. ' Sir Lionel 
Danesbury, baronet, Physician to her Majesty the 

Queen.' Nothing less than the top of the tree will content 
me. Especially when Jt gejb a peer for iny brother-in-law." 
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'' Well, Lionel, I see no reason why you should not rise: to 
the top," returned Mrs. Danesbury, as she looked at the 
merry eyes that glanced at hers over the glass of wine "which 
he was drinking. " You have every advantage : ten times 
more than mo^ young medical men have. If you will but 
be steady." 

" Oh, I shall be Steady enough," laughed Lionel. 

Later in the evening, it was nearly eleven o'clock in feet, 
and when they had given up hopes of seeing Robert, they 
heard an arrival. Mrs. Danesbury s face lighted up. 

" There's Robert 1 " she exclaimed. " It is sure to be he." 

Voices were hushed, and eyes turned to the door in expec- 
tation. But no Robert appeared ; neither he nor anybody 
else. The hum of talking recommenced, ^d Mrs. Danes- 
bury had flung herself back in her chair in angry disappoint- 
ment, when a servant threw wide the door. 

** Mr. Robert Danesbury." 

Something exceedingly brilliant loomed in," throwing the 
room and everybody in it into the shade. It^as Robert, in 
full regimentals. He had been attending an official dinner, 
firom which he said he could not get away earlier. The 
delay, in moimting the stairs, had been occasioned by his 
stopping in the hall to take off his sword. He was the least 
good-looking of the four sons, for he inherited Mrs. Danes- 
bury's cross look and her cold eyes, but he was nearly as 
tall as William, and made a fine, upright soldier. Dressed 
as he was now, people were apt to say, What a handsome 
man I Mrs. Danesbury's heart warmed to him, and a glow 
of pride ran through her veins and greeted the regimentals. 

" But, Robert," she whispered, " what is this, that we hear of 
you ? That you are acquiring dreadful habits, and get out 
of money, as if it were dross." 

" Tush, mother ! If you believe that, you'll believe any- 
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thing," returned the lieutenant "What dreadful habits 
pray?" 

" I'm sure I don't know," said Mrs. Danesbury. " But 
your father worries himself to fiddlestrings over it, and 
Arthur looks as glum as he can look. Ton and Lionel arc 
ruming them, they say." 

" Of course they must grumble : such staid old codgers 
always do. If I do exceed my allowance a little, I can't 
help it : I must be like my brother officers. And you know 
they make money wholesale at the works, so they need not 
grudge a tithe of it to me." 

" You might be more careful, Robert." 

Robert smiled. " So my father said to me to-day ; made 
me promise it, in fact ; so I suppose I must be. Don't let 
them frighten you, mother. I am all right ; but gentlemen 
must live as gentlemen." 

A very self-apparent axiom to the mind of Mrs. Danes- 
bury, She looked at her two sons, at the splendid Robert, 
the merry -hearted Lionel, till all she possessed of maternal 
pride glowed within her — ^and it was no slight share. " I 
don't believe half the croaking tales told of them," she 
whispered to herself. " They would not look so well, and 
be so merry, if they were going the wrong way. Folks are 
envious of them, it's my belief. It's true they do get out of 
money, Robert sadly, but I daresay he can't help it, and 
those works are like a mine of wealth." 

" Isabel, my child," whispered Mr. Danesbury, as he kissed 
her, when the evening was over, " I consented, because I 
think it will be better and happier both for you and Lord 
Temple. I have done it for the best, and I pray that it may 
prove so in the end." 



MBS. DAKESBUQT. 



153 



CHAPTER Xn. 

Thb rich tints of autumn were already tinging the trees, for 
October had come in, and the ground trod crisply under 
Isabel Danesbury^s feet, as she walked briskly along to the 
house of Mrs. Philip Danesbury, a compact white villa, 
standing in the midst of an ornamental garden. Isabel 
found the Miss Hebers out, and her aunt alone. 

" I will take off my shawl, aunt," she said ; " I am come 
to stay the day with you. Things were cross at home." 

** Meaning Mrs. Danesbury, Isabel." 

Isabel nodded. She sent her things away by a servant, 
and sat down by the fire, which began to look cheerful in 
the autumn weather. Mrs. Philip Danesbury thought that 
her face wore a peculiar look of sad care. Her marriage was 
drawing near, and would be celebrated ere the month was out. 

William Danesbury had returned home in the beginning of 
September for good, and Lionel, who had come down for a 
few weeks* holiday, was also at home. 

" Has Lord Temple left, Isabel ?" 

" He left after breakfast this morning. He comes down 
again for a day or two next week, and then not again un- 
ta ." 

Isabel had answered without looking up, in an absti'acted 
sort of manner, her gaze fixed on the fire. She brought her 
sentence to an end without concluding it, and then burst 
into a sudden flood of tears. Mrs. Philip could scarcely 
speak for concern. 

"Child, what is this? Is anything amiss between you 
and Lord Temple?" 
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No, no, aunt. I believe it is the contrast my O'wn indi- 
vidual happiness presents to other troubles, looming in the 
distance, that makes me so sad. Aunt, it is about the boys. 
I fear they are going all wrong : I fear both William and 
Lionel have taken to drink deeply. They drink a great 
deal at dinner: papa, you know, takes very little wise, 
Keginald takes more than papa, but not so much as tihey 
do : still it is not what they take at dinner, if it ended there, 
but afterwards they go out, and I am sure they get more." 

Mrs. Philip Danesbury mused, What a pity that they 
go out after dinner 1 Why does not your mamma strive to 
give them some home attraction ? 

Oh, aunt, there it is I there is where I feel that aU is 
wrong. They may have acquired a habit of taking too much 
in town, but we ought to try and prevent them doing so, mow 
that they are at home. And, instead of being fadpod otit of 
their bad ways, they are being driven on in them. They are 
indeed. Mamma t(^l not make home sociable for. them, ask 
her as we will. They have wished her, three or foar times, 
to h&ve friends in the evening, and she will not.*" 

" Ah ! " groaned Mrs. Philip, " if your own dear, jndicktas 
mother had but lived 1 Young men must liave eveimig 
society, and young girls too, and there's no eartWy. reason 
why they should not. How goes the old rhyme, Isabel? — 
* All work and no play, makes Jack a dull boy.* Keep up 
your sons too strictly, deny them pleasant evening hours at 
home, and they will inevitably seek for such, elsewhere. Then , 
in nine cases out of ten, they lose th^seltes. Mrs. Danes- 
bury ought to see this.^' 

But she cannot ; will not : she makes home a dull, 
miserable place. We never hear anything m&re checr&il hi 
the house, than complaints of her headaches, and eeders'that 
we should be still. I do not like to s^eak SEgainst Me8. 
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D&nesbtiry, atrnt, but I cannot but Bee tbat my brothors are 
not dealt with as they ought to be." 

^ Headaches 1 " contemptuously returned Mrs. Philip, *^ for 
headaches, read a querulous temper, ao ill-conditioned frame 
of mind. That is how it has been with Mrs. Danesbury." 

Isabel need not have apcdogised for speaking her mind, for 
certify llfs. Danesbury was a most ill-judging woman. A 
few mornings before this converdation, Lionel had gone to 
her, and, leaning over her chair in his good-tempered way, 
said he wanted to ask her a favour. 

Well, what is it ? " she returned. 

I want you to have the Boyds and the Bopers this even- 
ing.". 

How can you be so unreasonable? " retorted Mrs. Danes- 
bury. " The house is upset with the ftiss kept up for Lord 
Tempky, without the trouble of bringing other people into 
it." 

" It can all go into the same fuss," jokingly return^ LioneL 
^* But Where's the trouble of luiving half-a-dozen folks to tea, 
and giving them, a candwich after it and a glass of wine ? 
If tiiere is any trouble, hand it over to the servants, there arc 
enough of them. li^ow do, there's a good mother : we never 
have a soul here, we might as well be shut up in a monas- 
tery. I'll go and secure them ; I want something todo this 
momi&g." 

" I tell you, Lionel, I can't have them, and I won't be 
teased," was the reply of Mrs^. Danesbury. Eubbish about 
a monastery 1 The least noise or eKcitenient gives me the 
headache. I can't have visitore, and that's enough." 

Lionel fiew into a passion. Though naturally sweet- 
tempered, he could be provoked to passion on occasions. 
He dung a book, which he happened to be holding, on to a 
aide tftUe, where it np&^t and broke a beautiful candlestick 
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€if Bohemian glass, and swore aloud as lie banged the door 
tOt after him. 

"If » fellow tries to keep on the square, she wont let 
hioi,'* muttered he, as he strode across the hall. 
Significant words 1 

Scarcely had Lionel left the room when, strange to say, 
William entered it, with a somewhat similar petition, though 
he had known nothing of that, just proffered by his brother. 
His request was, that Mrs. Philip Danesbury and her two 
nieces might be asked to spend the evening with them. 

Mrs. Danesbury felt provoked ; she believed that William 
and Lionel must be in league together, and she gave him a < 
most harsh and unqualified refusal, demanding, with a sneer, 
if they thought to take Danesbury House by storm. Isabel 
had been privy to this, and she now related it to Mrs. Philip. 
** That night," she concluded, sinking her voice, and press- 
ing her handkerchief to her eyes, " that night they came 
home tilie — the — worse for what they had taken ! " 

"Both? " uttered Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 

"They did, aunt. We were gone to bed, but it was 
]q)oken of in the house the next morning ; and last night it 
vas the same again I Lionel also was not himself on Sunday 
night Sunday night I " 

A pause ensued. Mrs. Philip broke out. "Mrs. Danes- 
hnry has much to answer for. Some day I shall be telling 
h«rso.- 

" Whether mamma was up, last night, watching for them, 
I cannot tell," resumed Isabel. " It was past twelve when 
they came in, and she darted out of her room in her dressing- 
gown and saw them both. William could not walk straight, 
and Lionel was worse. He could not get up to bed without 
assistance. They were both had into mamma's room this 
roonung before papa left it. I don't know what transpired. 
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Mamma did not appear at breakfast : she only c«me down 
when Lord Temple was leaving. Since then^ she has been 
quarrelling with every one. She quarrelled with papa ; she 
abused William shamefully ; she tried to quarrel with me. 
Altogether, it was so uncomfortable that I came here to you." 
Mrs. Danesbury is out of her mind/' said Mrs. PhQipt 
When she gives way to these fits of temper she is almost 
like it. This unhappy conduct of the boys — especially of 
Lionel — augments her irritation and renders it unbearable.'' 
Isabel, you may depend upon it that she is blaming 
herself in her heart of hearts. She was foolishly indulgent 
to Robert and Lionel, and, when they were grown into youqg 
men, supplied them with a ruinous quantity of poc^et-monej ; 
yet was always thwarting them in trifles, through her own 
crabbed temper, and making their home miserable. Any- 
thing like self-control or self-reliance she never taught than. 
I repeat that she will have much to answer for. And where 
are the boys now ? " 

" William went off to the works before mamma's storm 
was over ; and Lionel departed towards Brookhurst with his 
gun, and said he should not be home for a day or two. Of 
course all this is hard for papa to bear. My heart achesi for 
him. Do you not think him very much altered, aunt?" 

" Yes," shortly rephed Mrs. Philip. " But we will go to 
other topics, my dear, for, talking of this imhsqppiness will 
not mend it. Is your wedding-day fixed?" 

" Yes," answered Isabel, with a rosy blush. " It ia to be 
very soon, indeed." 

"When, my dear?" 

" On the eighteenth." 

" Why, that will be in a fortnight 1 " 

" Yes, I said very soon." 
Not any too soon, IsabeL I hope, my child, yoa will 
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enter upon a happier home than yon hare had with Mrs. 
Danesbury. The more I see of Lord Temple, the more T 
like him." 

Reginald has been, as it were, an isolated m^n, and has 
had to look abroad for ties of interest. I do hopo the fatnre 
may be happier for both of ns. His mother died when he 
was at Eton, and no one has supplied her place to him. He 
says he shall tell me all his wild feats when we are married," 
she added, smiling ; " and that, when I heftr them, I shall 
wonder he can be as good as he is. Louisa Serle is ooming 
down to the wedding." 

" Indeed ! As bridesmaid, I suppose. Who proposed that ?" 

" I did. Mamma has been so — so — " 

" So very cross-grained altogether, and so indignant that 
Mary and Anna Heber should be two of your bridesmaids, 
that you proposed her niece Louisa as a sop in the pan," 
interrupted Mrs. Philip. " I understand it all, my dear, just 
as well as you do. She took a prejudice against Mary and 
Anna before they ever came near the place, and she retains 
it. I have never been able to tell why, for more excellently 
good girls, gentle, loving, and lovely, it would be difficult to 
find. I conclude she dislikes them, as belonging to me, and 
I know she has always hated me like poison." 

Isabel laughed. " I do think she is only jealous of you, 
Aunt Philip." 

"Jealous of what^ She is more favourably placed than I 
am. Her house is finer, her income is larger ; she has a 
good husband and children, I have neither. Her position is 
in all points superior to mine, save that she grunts an^l 
grumbles away her days, and makes herself and everybody 
about her uncomfortable ; and I keep up a cheerful spirit . 
and try to make folks happy, and myself with them. Wliat 
has she to be jealous of, Iitebel ?" 
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" ferUape of the clieeiPol spirit," answered Isabel. " But 
— talking of marriage — ^has it ever struck you, aunt, that 
Arthur has any particular attachment ? " 

Mrfl. Philip Banesbury looked at her niece ; a peculiar look. 
" Haa -it occurred to you to think so, Isabel ?" 

" Not quite to think so, perhaps, but to doubt whether it 
is so or not. I allude to Mary Heber." 

"Just bo" said Mrs. Philip. "It has been my opinion, 
for a long while past, that they are attached to each other ; 
but I am almost sure that Arthur has not spoken to her of 
it in words. She has liked Arthur from the first momeut she 
ever saw him ; admired, respected him ; thought him worthy 
of esteem. It is curious to observe how she unconsciously 
adopts all Arthmr's ideas and opinions. And I feci equally 
sure that Arthur likes and admires her beyond any one." 

" Then it is strange he should not speak out," observed 
IsabeL " Mary would make him a good wife." 

"She would. Such a wife as your mother made Mr. 
Danosbury. Save in fortune, she is a fit wife for the first 
loard in the land. She is worthy of Arthur Danesbury : I 
cannot give her higher praise than that. Arthur is very dear 
to me; dearer than she is. Many a time have I held him in 
my arms, and cried over him, wishing he was mine. It was 
at the time I was hoping for children, and they never came. 
I think I will tell you a secret, Isabel. Mary has had two 
very desirable offers of marriage. One was from Thomas 
Boyd — ^but of course this is between ourselves. She refused 
them both ; therefore I cannot help thinking that her heart 
must be filled with somebody else, and that somebody, 
Arthur Danesbury." 

" I should like Mary to be Arthur's wife. Aunt Philip,' 
resumed Isabel, after a patise, " William promised to spend 
the evening here ; I asked him to come for me. I thought 
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it might be keeping him from other temptations. Here 
come Mary and Anna: what glowing colours tiieir walk 
has given them I 

They hastened in, when they saw Isabel ; lady-like, sweet- 
looking girls, with well-formed figures and elaslac steps. - 

I hope you have come to spend the day," called oat 
Mary, as she took Isabel's hand. 

" The whole day, till nine or ten at night," said IsabeL 

« Oh, that's delightful I " uttered Anna. " What a talk we 
can have about the wedding ! " 

And a " talk" they did have : trust yoimg ladies for that, 
when a wedding is on foot Dresses, bonnets, veils, wreaths, 
gloves, and etiquette ; carriages and bouquets ; breakfast and 
ceremony ; and Mrs. Philip was as eager as they were. 

William Danesbury came in to tea, and they went from 
talking to mirth. Laughter abounded — ^that sort of laughter 
which is contagious, irresistible, though nobody can tell 
precisely what has caused it. William related to them some 
ludicrous story, current in the neighbourhood, and that set 
them on. Then they had music and singing ; and William's 
flute, on which he played well, happened to be there. At half- 
past nine, they thought it must be half-past eight, so gaily 
had the time passed. Soon after, Isabel put her things on. 

"Now, William, mind your evenings are spent here as 
often as you like," said Mrs. Philip. " Isabel will be gone, 
and Danesbury House may be dull. And bring Lionel vrith 
you, so long as he is at home." 

" All right, aunt, I'll come. But I can't answer for LioneL" 

They said good-night, and walked fast over the road. 
Isabel's heart was beating. She wanted to say something, 
yet did not know how. 

** William, I am so sorry that I am going." 

" Sorry ! You ought to be glad. Why are you sorry ? " 
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To leave you. T think I could make — I should try, if I 
rsmained — to make things pleasant for you at home." 

" My time will be mostly taken up in the works, Isabel." 

" i mean your evenings. I wish," she added, in a lower 
voice, " I could leave you as securely as I can Arthur," 

"Oh I shall be all right." 

" Dearest William," she whispered, " let me say a word of 
advice. If you were really to take to— to — that dreadful 
habit, I think I should almost die of grief and shame. I am 
sure papa would. Will you try and overcome it for my 
sake?" 

He hesitated. He was evidently perturbed. **I was 
thrown amidst random fellows in London, Isabel, fast spirits, 
every one of them ; of course I got led away, now and then, 
but there will not be the inducement to it, down here." 

" Then how was it — last night — " she stopped in distress. 

" Ahl one cannot get out of fast habits and into slow ones 
all in a minute," was his reply. " But it shall come." 

Her tears were dropping fast. " Will you make me' a 
promise, William ; here, as we stand alone in the still night,^ 
with those glowing stars above us — that you will overcome 
this miserable failing?" 

He was silent. 

" William, do you hear me ? " 

"Whatever may be my faults, I hold a promise very 
•acred, Isabel : my father taught me that in my childhood, 
and I cannot forget it. I never undertake a promise lightly. - 
Do not distress yourself so." 

" I will put it somewhat diflferently," she sighed. " Will 
you try to overcome it, William ?'* 

A moment's hesitation, and then a clear, steady answer, 
" I will try." 

When the hall door was thrown open for them, William 
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took out his wdtob Bxid looked it by the light of the Jiall 
lamp. It wa3 a quarter past ten. He was then turning 
from the door, but Isabel turned with him. 

" You are not going out agafcin, to-night?" 

" Just for half-an-hour." 

" Oh pray, pray do not ! " she urged, Oovofi Ux fiud play 
|i game at chess with me." 

Whether it was that his consdence whispered of tl>e pro- 
Vnae he had just made, or that he marked her pai&9(i eager 
€|Ounte?Lance, certain it is, he entered with her. 

" A pretty time to come home 1 " was Mrs. Danesbury's 
greeting. " What made you so late ? " 

" It is ixot late, mamma," returned Isabel, who was rush- 
ing off her iWngs in a violent hurry, as if she feared William 
would be off, unless she sat down to detain him. She then 
pijlled forward the chess-table, and begfm setting out the 
men, 

" You are not going to begin chess at this hour?" 

" There is plenty of time for a game," exclaimed Isabel. 
*' I have challenged William to play with me. It i^ only a 
quarter past ten," 

" There's not time, and I want to go to bed," retorted 
^Irs. Danesbury. " I was up half of last night : if you wapt 
to know the reason, ask William." 

" 1 think," said Williiim, chafing at the allu§ion, and at 
Mrs. Danesbury's words altogether, I had bettei? go Wk 
and spe^d my evening in the town. I had promised a fiiond 
to do so, only Isabel over-persuaded me." 

" Go out and disgrace yourself, and come home as you 
did last night, is that what you mean ? " cried Mrs. Panea- 
bury. " I should fancy you want bed, and might be ccoi- 
tented to go to it." 

William turned o^ his heel and left the room. Isabel 
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darted after hira. He was striding along to the hall door. 
She grasped his arm. 

" Oh, William, William I do not go 1 do not heed her I " 
** Not go ! does she think to send me to bed at ten o'clock 
at night, like a baby ? I would have passed a rational hour 
at home with you, Isabel, and not have gone out, I had 
made up my mind to do it, and she has stopped it. Let me 
go, my dear." 

Her features were pale, her hands were trembling, but she 
would not loose her hold. 

" For my sake," she implored, " for my sake. Stay in, 
and we will have our game at chess. I shall tell Mrs. 
Danesbury so, in papa's presence. Come back with me I 
Dearest William, I shall soon be gone. I ask you for my 
sake." 

He scowled, hesitated, and finally turned back with her 
She took his arm, and thus they went in to the drawing- 
room. " Mamma," she said, approaching Mrs. Danesbury, 
" my brothers must be allowed proper amusement in their 
own home. You will forgive me, if I say I must play the 
promised game at chess with William." 

It is probable the speech took everybody by surprise. 
Arthur rose from his seat and finished placing the chess-men, 
which Isabel's sudden movement had interrupted. It was 
plain, on which side his influence would be given. He then 
drew her chair forward, and looked to William and Isabel. 
All this, without speaking. 

Mrs. Danesbury was livid with anger. She rose up and 
confronted her husband. 

"Am I to be bearded in my own house by your chil- 
dren ? Are you going to sit tamely by, and see me insulted, 
Mr, Danesbury?" 
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Mr. Danesbury was grievously annoyed and perplexed, 
but the principles of justice were strong within him. He 
was also keenly alive to the necessity of keeping William 
indoors, could it be effected. "You take things in a wrong 
light," said he to Mrs. Danesbury ; " in a calmer moment you 
will see it, I make no doubt. It is not yet bed-time ; if the 
children have a mind for a game at chess, surely they may 
be allowed to gratify it. It need not keep you up." 

"And you wiU suffer them to insult me in my own 
home ? " she repeated, with concentrated passion. 

" I would not suffer them to act to you in any improper 
way whatever ; you know I would not, and you know that 
they would not attempt to do so. As to the home, Eliza, 
you seem to forget that it is theirs, as well as yours." Many 
a less calm man would have been tempted to add, " And 
was theirs before you came to it." 

Mrs. Danesbury flung out of the room, pushing one chair 
here, and another there, screaming all sorts of outrageous 
things, as an angry woman, unsubdued by a Christian spirit, 
will do. Isabel made things comfortable, and sat down to 
chess with William. At about twenty minutes to eleven, 
Mr. Danesbury rose, and said he should go to bed. 

" I suppose you do not mean to be late, children," he said, 
in a pleasant tone. 

" The game promises to be a long one : I conclude you do 
not wish us to leave it unfinished," spoke William, with a 
touch of resentment in his voice, for his spirit was still 
smarting under the words of his step-mother. 

"My son," said Mr. Danesbury, "I have never denied 
innocent gratification to my children, or placed an unnecessary 
check upon their wishes. You know that I should not wish 
you to leave the game unfinished ; neither should I wish to 
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drive you to bed before you care to go. I only wish you 
would spend your time thus every evening. Good night, 
nay ^oj" he added, holding out his hand. 

William rose, and grasped it. " Good night, dear father," 
he warmly said, full of contrition for having momentarily 
pained so good a father. 

Presently, William rang the bell. It was for hot water 
He told the servant to put out the brandy. 

" You will not take it, William," whispered Isabel, when 
the man was gone. 

" I must have a glass, Isabel, and I shall. I cannot fore- 
go everything at once." 

"Arthur," she said, "beg him not." 

" I wish he was like me," said Arthur — " did not like it." 
But that was all the remonstrance he ventured on. Arthur 
knew that too much remonstrance might be worse than 
none : that no man can be coerced from evil to good. 

" You foolish girl 1" uttered William : " if I never do 
anything worse in an evening than play at chess and drink 
one glass of brandy and water, I should think even Mrs. 
Danesbury ought to find no room to grumble. I will only 
tqte one : 1 promise you," he somewhat significantly added. 

He drank his glass ot brandy and water, but he took 
no more. The chessmen were put away soon after eleven, and 
all three drew round the fire for a cheerful chat, going up to 
bed about half-past. Isabel went inside her brother Wil- 
liam's room. He kissed her fervently. 

" Not many could have influenced me as you have to night, 
Isabel. , God bless you, my dear sister." 

" May He bless you, William," she returned with stream- 
ing eyes, " and keep you from temptation when I am gone I " 

And every night, save two, by hook or by crook, did 
Isabel contrive to appropriate the evenings of William 
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Lionel. Now at chess; now by the help of mnsic and 
Louisa Serle, who came down from town ; now by a fe^ 
cither friends, invited for the evening, which Isabel mad^ 
her approaching departure the plea to Mrs. Danesbnry for 
insisting upon; and now at Mrs. Philip Danesbxiry's. Those 
two evenings they went out, but did not come home th^ 
worse for liquor, so far as could be seen. Isabers hopes rose 
high ; she thought they had not fallen so low ais she feared; 

And thus the wedding day came on, and brought grand 
doings at Danesbury. All the sons were at home for it, niany 
friends gathered at the house, and the whofe of the work- 
men were feasted. There was a long and elaborate breakfast^ 
after which Lord and Lady Temple left, to proceed to Dover, 
for they purposed passing some months on the continent ; 
and there was an elaborate dinner in the evening. It art 
passed oflf well, and the guests departed full of high spiriti^ 
and good wishes, suspecting nothing amiss. Only to thcl 
household was it betrayed that Kobert and Lionel hAd been 
carried up to bed helpless, on this, their sister's marriage 
day. 



CHAPTER XIIL 

London was empty. The hot days of July had contributed 
to thin it. But, now that August had come in, every boidy 
was getting awaj". Except myself and a few more 
drudges," thought Mr. St George, as he stood at the win- 
dows of the clerks' office, looking out on the hot and dusty 
road. It was close upon the long vacation. There ^eas litUe 
doing, and even Mr. Serle had gone for a fortnight to his 
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family, who w6re sojourning at Brighton. One of the clerks 
crossed the street, passed the window, and entered. 

" Well ? " said Mr. St. George to him. " Is the man in, all 
safe?" 

" No, sir. The liian's otit. the motley's paid." 

" Paid ! " echoed Mr. St. G«orge, as though the informa- 
tion afforded him considerable surprise. 

" I have got it here, sir, expenses and all." 

Mr. St. George turned, went into his own room, and the 
clerk, first hanging up his hat, followed. He took fi*om his 
pocket a fifty-pound note, and kid it before Mr. St. George. 
" I gave the change, sir, twenty-five shillings and ninepence." 

** If the mata— Pratt, or whatever his name is—had gol 
the money, why did he giVe all this trouble ? exclaimed 
Ms. St. George. 

He had not g6t it, sih It Was his wife. When she saw 
the -man was really in pdssiesSion, she said she supposed 
there was nothing for it, but to pay, for she ooUld not havie 
the children's beds taken from under them. So she went 
into the back room, and brought out this note. She cried 
when she handed it to the man, attd said she had had it by 
her ever since her husband gave it her, twelve months ago, 
and had kept it to apprentice out the eldest boy, but she 
must let it go now/' 

" Curious 1" remarked Mr» St. G^fge. *'Did not her 
husband know that fihe had it?" 

" No ; I am sure he did not. He was as much astonished 
as I was. He said to her, perhaps, as she had got that, she 
had got another, and she sobbed bitterly, and said she had 
not another halfpenny in the World. She seemed quite a 
lady, though she was dressed poorly." 

" It is a pity she did not produce it before, and save ex- 
^nsefr," remarked Mr. G«o^g6, as clerk retired. '' I 
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wish Serle would not meddle with these nasty, paltry 
things," he added to himself. "Taking children's beds 
from under them ! I would not, if I were head of the firm. 
They turn in little profit and no credit. When people bring 
in this dirty sort of work, they should be sent away to find 
others to dabble in it, for me. Halloa I what's this?" 

Mr. St. George's eye had fallen on a name written on the 
back of the note, " Victor d'Entraigue." 

There was nothing in the name itself, for he had never 
known anyone who owned it; but what had caused his 
exclamation, was a sudden conviction that that same note 
had passed through his hands before. He had a perfect 
recollection of the name, and also of the long sprawling 
writing — the two words taking up two lines across the back 
of the note — from one side to the other. 

" Now, where did we pay away that note, that it could 
come into the hands of such persons as these Pratts must 
be ?" thought he. " Why I it was one of those handed by 
Lord Temple to Swallowtail, to liquidate that gambling 
debt of £3000." 

Mr. St. George had never been satisfied, in his own mind, 
upon the circumstances of that loss. He had often rumi- 
nated over them, but could never solve the point of Lord 
Temple— or any one else — Shaving been able to play, and 
sign away money, in a state of utter unconsciousness. The 
engagement of Lord Temple to Isabel, and their subsequent 
marriage, had given him an interest in that nobleman, 
beyond what he felt for the generality of clients. Lord and 
Lady Temple had just returned from the continent ; they 
were then in London, and he had been to see them only two 
evenings before. But, of this, more presently. 

Mr. St. George leaned back in his chair, and ruminated. 
He had a faint idea that this Pratt was connected with 
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gamblers, but he knew nothing of him beyond what their 
client, who had given them instructions to proceed against 
him for a debt, had related. For twelve months, the woman 
said she had had the money: it was rather more than 
twelve since the transaction between Swallowtail and 
Lord Temple ; therefore, the inference to be drawn was, that 
she had received it at the time. " Now," thought Mr. St. 
George, who was a longheaded man, with a remarkable 
facility for sifting details, " if Lord Temple lost that money 
to Swallowtail, why should fifty poimds of it be given to 
Pratt? It looks as if it had been a stop gap." 

Mr. St. George touched his bell. " Send Hadden to me," 
said he, as a clerk answered it. 

The same man who had brought the money, came in. 
" Hadden," cried Mr. St. George, ** do you know anything 
of this Pratt, who, and what he is ? " 

" I do not, sir. I never saw or heard of him till now i 
but the man, whom Checkett sent in, seemed to know him. 
He said, when we came away, that he was glad it was 
settled, for Pratt was not a bad fellow, and was nobody's 
enemy but his own. It is not often those sort of men find 
pleasure at such a termination." 

" Did he say what Pratt was ? " 

" He said he once was very respectable, but had got down 
in the world, and was now a marker — or whatever they 
call it — at a gaming house in St. James's Street." 

" Ah," said Mr. St. George, in a tone as if he had ex- 
pected the information. " I want to have a word with this 
Pratt," he continued. " Can you get him here?" 

" I daresay I can, sir." 

" Go and see." 

Hadden was successful in his errand, and returned with 
Mr. Pratt: a thin, shabby-genteel man, with something of 
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the gentleman about him still. He had a pale fece, with 
hollow cheeks and hot lips. Mr. St. George pointed to a 
chair, and then took out the bank note. 

" A seizure was put into your rooms, this inoming, Mr, 
Pratt," he began, " and you settled it by means of this note. 
I want a little information about it. I hvLre seen it before." 

Pratt's face turiied of a different white, more ghastly. 
" There — there's nothing wrong about the note, is there, sir? 
It is not a bad one ? " 

Mr. St. George locked up the note before he answered. 
He purposely abstained from relieving the man, as to the 
false scent he had got upon. " Where did you get the 
note ? " asked he. " I must know." 

" Sir, if there's anything wrong about it, I never knew it. 
I am as innocent of it as I can be." 

" Whatever there may be about it, wrong or right, I will 
hold you harmless, provided you tell me all you ktiow of the 
transaction by which it came into your hands. Of that, I 
pledge you my word." 

" I got it a long while ago, sir." 

" How long ? What date ? " 

" I can't state it, for certain. It was last stimfh6ir ; in July 
or August, I think. I could tell, perhaps, by hunting up 
dates." 

"How did you get it?" 

" I got it paid me with another. The other wias good, sir, 
I'll swear to it ; for I changed it at the Bank of England.** 
" But, I ask how you got them ? " 

" Somebody was owing me money, a hundred pounds, arid 
paid me with these two notes." 

" Mr. Pratt," said the lawyer, " it is of no use for you to 
beat about the bush. I told you I would hold you harmless 
of all consequences, provided you gave me the infortoartion I 
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teqiiir^d. If you will hot do that, say so. * Somebody was 
owing me money,* won't d6 for rae." 

" Well, sir, I got them from Swallowtail. Lawyer Swallow- 
tail, as lie is sometimes called. He had to pay me one hun- 
dred pounds, and he did pay me with these two notes.' In 
the flush of having the money, I went home and gave my 
wife one of them. When mine was spent, I asked her for 
the other, and she stood to it that she had spent it in paying 
debts, and buying things for the children. But it turns out 
noWi that she has kept it ever since, sewn up in her stays. 
Badly enough at times have we wanted money, but she 
never brought it forth. Our eldest boy possesses a wonderful 
talent for architecture ; he has made drawings of all the 
public buildings, and beautiful structures, cathedrals, palaces, 
and things, out of his own head. His mother's heart is set, 
like his, upon his being placed with an architect^ and she had 
kept the money to help him to one, and never brought it 
forth. But, when she saw all the sticks and stones going this 
morning, out it came." 

" Did Swallowtail lose it to you at play, at the gambling 
house in St. James' Street ? " 

The man was surprised, and looked up. Mr. St. Greorge's 
keen dark eyes were fixed on him. 

" Not at play, sir. Mr. Swallowtail 6alls himSelf one of 
the nobs, and I only hold a subordinate situation there. He 
would not play with me." 

" But, at any rate, it was the proceeds of a gambling transac- 
tion : if not between you and Mr. Swallowtail, between Mr. 
Swallowtail and somebody else," calmly repeated Mr. St. 
George. 

Pratt was silent. 

"And the *puir out of the affair— that is the orthodox 
word, I believ^was £3000." • 
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Mr. Pratt could not answer, he could only stare. " Do 
you know anything about it, sir ? " he at length uttered. 

"I know all about it," replied Mr. St. George, in a firm 
tone, " Save some of the minor details, which you can sup- 
ply. This money was chiselled out of Lord Temple, when 
he was dead drunk." 

No answer. 

*'In the presence of you, and Swallowtail, and Major 
Anketel," continued Mr. St. George, venturing on some 
guesses. " How many others were there ?" 

Mr. Pratt hesitated. " I should have no objection to 
answer your questions, sir ; I thought it a shameful thing at 
the time — a dead robbery, many a poor fellow has been trans- 
ported for less ; but, if it should come round to Swallowtail 
that I have spoken, it would be ruin to me." 

" It shall not come round to any one," said Mr. St. 
George, " your name shall never be mentioned by me in the 
business ; and, indeed, I very much question whether your 
friend Swallowtail will ever know that the alTair has been 
spoken of at all." 

Is the note a bad one'?" 

" There's nothing the matter with the note. I want to 
know how the money was drawn from Lord Temple. When 
he went into the gaming-house that night with Anketel, he 
was completely intoxicated, and lay on the sofa, asleep. 
How was it he got playing? Earl Sandlin, Sir Robert 
Payn, young Eden, Lieutenant Danesbury, and others, were 
there." 

" Several were there when Lord Temple and Anketel came 
in, but they left. By three o'clock all had gone, except 
Anketel and Lord Temple." 

And Swallowtail," interrupted Mr. St. George. 

And Swallowtail : but we look upon him as on«* of the 
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establishment. Besides these, there was not a soul in the 
room, but me, and I had sat down in the comer behind the 
refreshment table, wishing they would leave, that we might 
shut up for the night. Swallowtail and Anketel were whis- 
pering together over the fireplace, and presently they both 
came up to Lord Temple, pulled him off the sofa, and set 
him up in an arm-chair at the green table. Swallowtail got 
the cards, to begin ^cart^. I think Lord Temple was worse 
than when he came in, more stupid. He could not hold the 
cards, but dropped them as fast as Anketel put them in his 
hands, and his head fell, unconscious. ' It's of no use,* said 
Swallowtail, ' he is too bad, he couldn't write. Could we 
guide his hand ? ' * No,' answered Anketel, * that would bear 
the marks of our handwriting, not his.' ' I'll tell you what, 
though,' cries Swallowtail, bringing his hand down on the 
board with such a thump that some dice sprung off it, ' I 
have got that I U for £30 in my pocket, we can work the 
oracle with that.' * Change the figures?' whispered Anketel. 
* Add to the oughts , said Swallowtail, * and go snacks.' 
They helped Lord Temple back to the sofa," continued 
Pratt, " first of all, trying to make him drink some brandy. 
A tumbler half full of the neat spirit had been left by some- 
body on the mantlepiece, and they held it to his lips. I 
think he swallowed a little, but the rest went on to the front 
of his clothes. Beautiful diamond studs he had in his shirt 
that night!" 

"But were you in the room, during this ?" cried Mr. St. 
George. 

" I was in the seat that I tell you of, sir, and had not 
moved from it ; and, from an angle, I could see most of what 
was going on. It is a crimson velvet chair, low and small, 
standing against the wall at the back of the refreshment 
table, and anybody, sitting in it, would not be noticed by 
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those at the play tables. If you go to the place this very 
night, there you'll see the chair." 

Mr. SU George thought }ie would rather he excused the 
errand. " Proceed," said he. 

'^Major Anketel reached the pen and in^> and Swallowt^ 
took a piece of paper from his pocket-book. ' I think the date 
will be just the ticket,' said Swallowtail, with that knowing 
wink he emits from his sharp, black eyes. * It is dated the Ist, 
and this is the 11th ; if we add another 1, that will be right.' 

* Stop a bit,' said Anketel, snatching up the I U, * Temple 
will recognise this again, and know that it has been j^tered.' 

* He'll no more recognise it than my grandmother will,* 
answered Swallowtail, *he is entirely oblivious ot haying 
given it me. He was three parts gone then, or he would 
have written the amount in letters, instead of figures : though 
he could hold the cards, it was as much as the bargain.' 

* That's the worst of Temple,' cried Anketel, * so long as he 
keeps his noddle clear, there's no drawing him into play ; 
it's not often he gets screwed tight enough to be of use to 
one. But is it safe he won't know this ? ' * It's safe and 
certain,' said Swallowtail; *he has no recollection such a 
thing is out. The other night, in this room. Groves was 
trying to reckon up how many of the sort he had got out, 
and Temple said he had none, thank the stars, he was clear, 
and intended to keep so. I had a great mind to produce 
then, but thought another opportunity might be better.' " 

"And so they altered Lord Temple's acknowledgment 
for £30 into £30001" exclauned Mr. St. George. " Thoy 
are nice jail-birds I" 

"I did not know what they altered it into," returned 
Pratt ; " all I heard was, that they would add to the oughts. 
But I heard Lord Temple's loss spoken ot afterwards, over 
the tables, and found that it was £3000." 
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" Well — about your own share ? " 
Swallowtail put up the memorandum, and Anketel said 
he would go, and he left Then Swallowtail came to the 
refreshment table, and there he saw me. * Hilloa ! * quoth 
he, * are you here ? What are you doing ? ' * Nothing,' 
said 1 5 * only waiting to know if anybody*8 going to play 
again.' I never saw Swallowtijiil so taken to as he was then," 
continued Pratt. " You know \dm, of course, Mr. St. 
George, and must be aware that, for all his demure, quiet 
face, with its innocent-looking tumed-up nose, and his po- 
lished manners, there's not a more hardened or a deeper 
man going ; but, all the brass had gone out of him then. 
* Pratt,' said he, mildly, * how's that clever boy of yours ? 
Drawing ^till, and getting on?' ' He's drawing for ever, 
I answered, * but, as for getting on, he wants instruction, 
and I ci^i't afford it him.' ' I'll help you to afford it him,' 
said Swallowtail ; ' I won't forget it. What you told me, 
has made me take an interest in him. Good night, Pratt. 
See to his lordship.* I took that offer for what it was worth, 
sir," added Pratt, " never thinking it was worth anything, 
i^nd Swallowtail went away. I called a man, and we got 
I|Ord TemplQ down to his cab, and hoisted hini iUt A week 
or two after that, Swallowtail called me aside, and gave me 
the two fifty-poimd notes, saying they were to help the boy. 
Of course I knew what that meant." 

" And you accepted them, knowing, at the same time, 
that they wer^ hush-money, the proceeds of as nefarious a 
robbery as ever was perpetrated 1 " uttered Mr. St. George. 

" When you are as low down in the world as I am, sir, 
which I hope will never be, you will not stop to look at how 
raoney^s obtained, when it's put into your hands," cried Mr. 
Pratt. " I4OW as I have fallen, badly off as my wjUfe and 
family often are, I would not have joined those two fellows 
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in doing it. But they did do it ; and, to split upon thera, 
would have been almost as much as ray life was worth. 
Servants attached to gambling-houses may not tell the secrets 
enacted in them. They would make sober folks* hair stand 
on end. And, suppose I had refused the hundred pounds ? 
it would have been doing Lord Temple no good ; only adding 
to Swallowtail's booty. You need not reproach me, Mr. St. 
George : when the dark mood is upon me, I reproach myself 
keener than anybody else can do.** 

" What do you mean by the dark mood ? ** 

" When I have got no drink in me, sir. I was brought 
up, you know, a gentleman — though you may not see much 
remains of it about me now — and the shame, the remorse, 
the physical depression that overwhelm me are so great, I 
must of compulsion drink to drown them, even if the habit 
were not upon me. But it is. I am obliged to be sober at 
night, for my work in St. James' Street, but I am rarely so 
at other times, unless money fails." 

" What profession used you to follow ? Any?** 

" The medical," was the answer, after a slight pause of 
surprise. " I have not followed it much, for evil habits over- 
took me before I had well done walking the hospitals. I 
do not think any young men, as a class, are so much given 
to drink, as medical students. A youngster, coming fresh 
among them, can hardly help falling into the habit : the 
example set him is too potent." 

The remark made Mr. St. George's thoughts flow for the 
moment towards Lionel Danesbury. 

" I half-ruined my father, I completely tired out my other 
friends, and now I am attached to a gaming-house. I am 
ready to kill myself at times when I think of my wife and 
children. The little girl, thank heaven, is at Eastborough, 
They have taken to her." 
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" Eastboroiigh 1 " echoed Mr. St. George, in a startled 
tone, " you are surely not — ^not — you are no relation to Mr. 
Pratt, the surgeon there 1 " 

" Only his son. I thought you knew me, Mr. St. George. 
Is it possible you did not ? " 

" I am sorry for you I " uttered Mr, St. George, with deep 
feeling. "I did not recognise you. But you are yet a 
young man — so to say; you are not forty. Surely you 
might, even now, reform, and beoome a respectable member 
of society, a protector to your children.** 

" Never," returned the unfortunate man. " I have tried 
in vain : the habit is too strong upon me. No ; miserable 
and guilty as I am now, so I must go on to my grave ; lost in 
this world, and I suppose lost in the next." 

" And your only failing, a love of drink 1 ** 

"My only failing," he emphatically replied. "I was 
kind, just, honourable, well-intentioned. Whatever bad 
things drink has caused me to do, I should never have done 
them without it : now, it is excitement ; now, it is despon- 
dency ; both hard to bear, and both urging to sin." 

" Are you very poor ? " 

"Mostly so. It is up and down with us. Sometimes 
my wife's relatives help us, and sometimes I have a slice of 
luck at the tables — not at the one in St. James's Street, I 
am only a servant there, but I frequent others in the day. 
We have managed to live. I thought that bill would have 
done us up, and turned us, wanderers, into the streets. Ah I 
that was another consequence of drink. I signed that bill 
for six-and-thirty pounds, at J;hree months' date, when I 
was nearly as bad as Lord Temple was : a swindling fellow 
got hold of it : I was sued upon it, and the expenses 
mounted up. I never had the benefit of a sixpence from it, 
sir, never the value of a brass farthing." 
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"You say you want to place your son with an aroMtect?*' 
" It will be of little use wanting. Even if his mother's 
friends would keep him in respectable dothes^ which they 
have partly promised, I could never find the prMoimn, and 
nobody will take him without, for I have no interest to get 
toa in any where. Yet it's a pity," added the ipihappy 
man with a sigh : " when a lad shows extraordiuary 
genius for art, which of course must have been specially 
granted him, it's a pity it cannot be fostered and brought to 
fruit. He is near fourteen." 
" Has he been educated ? " 

" Oh yes. Not regularly, but be has had sn^t<?he3 of it ; 
one quarter at school, and one away, and he's a clever boy, 
and has improved what he has had ; he would not disgrace 
any office. He is a very steady boy, very good principled.*' 

" I will think about it for you," said Mr. St. George. 
" A friend of mine is an architect, and I will enquire whether 
boys can get into an office without premium: perhaps he 
may be induced to take him, if his talent is so decided. I 
should tell my friend the circumstances," added Mr. St^ 
George ; " I could not in honour do otherwise : and, before 
speaking, I must see and converse vrith the boy myself I 
was once, when a lad, laid up with an illness at Danesbury. 
House^ and your father brought me through it and wap very 
kind to me. I am sorry to meet you thus." 

Mr. Pratt rose. He would have thanked Mr. St, George 
for the glimpse of hope for his son, but his voice was husky, 
and his eyes watered. Had that man always possessed the 
moral courage to eschew the dangerous vice, he would have 
been beloved and respected ; as it was, he slunk through the 
clerks in the front office, self-ashamed and self-condemned. 

In the course of the afternoon, Mr. St. George went up to 
Lord Temple's. He and Lady Temple were occupying 
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t^mporaty apartments in Brook Street. A slice of good 
fortune had befallen Lord Temple: which, indeed, had 
brought them to England somewhat quicker than they had 
contemplated. A great sunt of Lord Temple's had died, 
and left him her town house, a small one, at Kensington, 
and fourteen thousand pounds. He had been previously 
thinking of turning his talents to political utility : his wife 
also wished it, she urged that his time was not given him to 
waste : and this house and legacy decided it. He determined 
to make it his residence, and become a useful man. The 
house was now being renovated and fitted up : some of Mrs. 
Dacre's old furaitare was being disposed of^ and new pur« 
chased in its place : and they intended soon to take posses- 
sion. 

When Mr. St George had called in Brook Street two 
evenings before, Major Anketel was sitting there. Mr. St. 
Geovge had not a good opinion of the Major, and was vexed 
to find. Lord Temple again in contact with him. Isabel was 
well, and truly happy. She had found Lord Temple all she 
had thought him. Like many another man, like nearly all 
men. Lord Temple was only wild when led away by ex* 
ample; tnd since his marriage he had been subjected to 
nothing but good influence. 

This afternoon, after the departure of Pratt, Mr. St. Qeorgs 
proceeded to Lord Temple's, and he went there with one 
settled purpose*-«to put him on his guard against Major 
Anketel. Lady Temple was alone when he went in, and 
Mr. St George thought he had never seen her look more 
lovely: she wore an elegant black silk dress, and small 
white lace cap. Lord Temple soon entered. He was going 
down to Kichmond with Lord Sandlin, to dine. Mr. St. 
Greorge requested a private interview, and Lord Temple took 
him into another room. 
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" What dreadful plot have you to disclose," he laughed, 
" that you could not speak before Isabel ? I have no secrets 
from her." 

" My lord — about tellmg her, you can do as you please : 
but it would not have been proper for me to sp^k of it in 
her presence, unsanctioned by you." 

" How grave you are 1 " uttered Lord Temple. 

" That £3000 you lost at play to Swallowtail— which we 
bad to raise for you — ^you remember? " 

" Isabel knows of it," he eagerly answered. " I told her 
every thing I had ever done. At least, nearly every thing : 
there are some antecedents in a fellow's life, of course, not fit 
for a wife's ears : but everything that I could tell her, I did, 
and assured her it lay with her to keep me right for the 
future. I told her I had been such a wicked fool as to get 
dead drunk, and then lose £3000." 

" Then, as there is so much confidence between you, I 
might have spoken before her, and I hope you will let her 
hear the sequel. You never lost the money." 

" Never lost it I " echoed Lord Temple. " What do you 
mean ? I lost it, and paid it." 

" You paid it, but you did not lose it. It has come to my 
knowledge — my positive knowledge. Lord Temple, though 
I cannot tell you in what way, for I am under a promise not 
to do so — that Major Anketel and that blackleg, Swallow- 
tail, concocted a plan to swindle you out of it." 

" I do not understand," cried Lord Temple. " I remem- 
ber nothing about playing, as I told you, or of giving the 
I U, but there it was, in my own handwriting. They 
could not have swindled my writing out of me." 

" I will explain. That transaction took place on the 
11th of July. On the first of the month, some days before, 
you had also been the worse for wine, had played with 
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Swallowtail, lost, and given him an I U for the amount, 
£30." 

" What 1 " said Lord Temple. " How many more 1 U's 
will you say I gave ? " 

" My lord, you gave the one for £30, you did, indeed, 
though you might not and did not remember it. On the 
eleventh, all who had gone into the gambling house left, 
except Anketel and Swallowtail. They dragged you up from 
the sofa, and put you to the table, no doubt intending you 
to go through the farce of playing and losing, and then giving 
them a note of hand for the amount. But you were too far 
gone, you were nearly senseless, and could not hold the cards. 
So they were baulked. But Swallowtail thought of a bright 
scheme. He had this I U for £30 in his pocket ; you 
had written the debt in figures, not in words ; and he pro- 
posed to Anketel to add oughts to the 30. And it was done." 

The viscount had gradually leaned forward over the table; 
his lips open, his eyes strained on Mr. St. George. 

" Nothing else was wanted, save the alteration in the date. 
A 1 was added to the other 1, and 11 stood out complete. 
That was the £3000 you paid." 

" Can this be ? " uttered Lord Temple. 
. " As truly as that you and I are sitting here. Lord Temple, 
I always suspected that Anketel was a bad man : we had to 
do with him a year or two ago, and found him anything but 
square. Besides, he has no income: how can he live? 
Swallowtail I need not enlarge upon : he is known. I came 
up this afternoon to tell you this, and to put you on your 
guard against Anketel. I saw him here the other night. 

" You won't see him here again," cried the impetuous 
young nobleman. " If he enters a room where I am, I will 
leave it; or he shall. By Jove I I would rather associate 
with a Botany-Bay convict." 
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As to taking proceedings against thetiif I suppose ft 
cannot be. In the first place, the evidence — " 

" No, no," interrupted Lord Temple, " I will not rake 
up, and make public, a transaction so disgraceful to myself, 
even to punish them. I would not do it for my wife's sake. 
They have got the money ; and they spent it, no doubt, long 
ago : let them keep it, and I must put up with the thaft-^ 
and serve me right for my pains I Thank you, St. Greorge. 
That wretch Anketel came the other night to entice me out, 
and dared to affect a contemptuous surprise when I would 
not go. The villain I he wanted to try his hand again, at 
making me forget myself." 

" No doubt of it. The very night they robbed you, he 
openly lamented to Swallowtail, that you would not play 
unless you were * screwed,' and that you got so too sel- 
dom." 

Lord Temple rose in excitement, and paced the room. 
" And the worst of it is, that I must bury this in silence I " 
he chafed. I cannot proclaim the fraud, without pro- 
ceeding against them." 

" To bury it in silence will be the best plan in every way,** 
said Mr. St. George. " There is no other alternative, but the 
one of proceeding against them, and that is not oonvenientb 
Only keep clear of them for the future. Lord Temple." 

" You need not tell me that, St. George," was the wn- 
phatic reply. 

They returned to the presence of Lady Temple. Lord 
Sandlin was expected every moment, for he was to drive the 
viscount to Richmond, to this all-important dinner. 

" As Lord Temple will be out, why should you not come 
with me to see Charlotte, and take a plain dinner with us?" 
said Mr. St. George to Lady Temple. 

"I do not know why," answered she, "I should very 
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much like to see her and the children. Sh6 called here to- 
day, but I was out." 

"Do, Isabel," cried her husband. "It will remove aU 
the compunction I have, in leaving you." 

So Lady Temple put her things on, and as she came back 
to the drawing-room from doing so, a servant entered, and 
said that Lord Sandlin waited. They all went down stairs 
together. " Good bye, my dearest," whispered Lord Tem- 
ple, shaking hands with his wife. 

Lord Sandlin was in a vehicle, half dog-cart, half 

commercial traveller's "trap," though he would probably fly 
into a rage did he hear it called so, for it had been built under 
his own special invention and superintendence. He was a 
short, sandy -haired man, very fat, with a proftision of whis- 
ker, and a face all one colour, and that, scarlet. He tore off 
his hat when he caught sight of Lady Temple. The viscount 
ascended to the seat beside him, and Mr. St. Greorge could not 
help contrasting them as they sat side by side; the one all ele- 
gance, looking every inch a nobleman ; the other, like a young 
prize-fighter. The groom stepped up to his seat, which was 
placed back to back with the others, and they drove away, 
the lords once more raising their hats to Lady Temple. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

An all-important dinner was this dinner at the Star and 
Garter at Richmond, its anticipation having kept the par- 
takers of it in town, longer than they would otherwise have 
remained. It was the settlement of a bet, which Lord 
Sandlin had lost to Sir Robert Payn. Of the twelve to 
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assemble, one had been kept away by a death, and Lord 
Temple was invited to supply his place. They were all of 
the species denominated " fast," and not one, but was a 
tolerably hard drinker. Had Lord Temple been solicited 
to join these men in a midnight revel, he might now possi- 
bly have declined, from fear of contagion, but to refuse, on 
that score, the dining with them in open daylight ; never, 
entered his mind. It was a splendid feast, both as to wines 
and viands, and they all ate and drank well, save one, and 
that one was — ^not Lord Temple. 

It was Sir Robert Payn. He was suffering from illness, 
and took scarcely anything. The rest drank deeply ; deeply 
even for them. After dinner (because they had not taken 
enough,) they began upon cigars and pimch and brandy, in 
short, upon anything that their hot throats fancied, and when 
they started for London they were gloriously uproarious, 
and terrified quiet dwellings as they passed, by their noisy J 
shouting. 

Lord Temple had some very slight sense left in him, and 
told Earl Sandlin*s groom, who then had the reins, to drive 
to his house. The earl whispered a contrary order, and the 
man of course obeyed his master. Lord Temple subsided 
into sleep ; and, when he woke, he was stumbling up some 
stairs. He soon saw, though imperfectly, where he was : at 
the gaming house in St. James's Street. Some half dozen 
of the diners had agreed to resort thither, Lord Sandlin 
was one, and he had carried his friend with him. 

I must go home, Sandlin," hiccuped Lord Temple. 
" My wife is alone. I told you she'd be home early." ' 

" She is not alone," returned the earl. " I sent to ask, 
and they said she was stopping for the night where she went 
to dinner." 

" No 1 " uttered Lord Temple. 
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" Fact," stuttered the earL " She stopped because she 
did not expect you back." 

Of course this was an impromptu invention of the earVs ; 
but Lord Temple, perfectly truthful himself, and most im- 
perfectly in his faculties, took it in. Down he sat on a sofa. 
Somebody mixed him a glass of brandy and water. He 
drank it mechanically, simply because it was put into his 
hands, and in five minutes was asleep again. The others 
were helping themselves to brandy and water. 

It was not very clear how long he remained there* Two 
or three hours. The room was in an uproar the whole of 
the time; laughing, talking, drinking, gambling, stupifying, 
and sleeping. Some went in, some went out; and Lord 
Temple slept through it. 

He was aroused by some one roughly awaking him. He 
got his eyes open, after a struggle, his senses partially so, 
and looked up. It was Major Anketel. Lord Temple rose 
into a standing posture, cast aside the major's help with un- 
mistakable scorn, and steadied himself on the arm of the 
sofa. 

"S — S — Sandlin, is the ca — cab waiting? I'm going." 

"Sit down again," said Lord Sandlin, "and don't bother." 

" I- — I— I'm going, I tell you, Sandlin. I can't sit down 
with blacklegs. There's one in the room." His lordship 
would probably have said " two," but his eye had not yet 
caught sight of Swallowtail. 

A consternation. All turned round to gaze. 

" You are dreaming," observed Lord Sandlin. 

" Come along," said Major Anketel, in a coaxing tone, as 
he laid hold of Lord Temple. " I'll give you a hand at " 

" Off, sir 1 " shouted Lord Temple, livid with scorn and 
rage, in the midst of his brain's confusion, " how dare you 
touch me? Gentlemen," he stuttered, "this man, whom 
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we have suffered so long to associate with us, is a cheat and 
a swindler, a man to herd with rouds and felons. He gets 
his living by his tricks, and we suffer. Off, I say, fellow ! 
Do not presume to touch me : I am a peer of the realm." 

Poor Lord Temple ! had he been sober, he would have 
contented himself with walking out of the room as Major 
Anketel walked into it. Certainly he never would have 
said the half or the quarter of what he did say, but for the 
demon he had imbibed into him : that spoke ; he did not. 
What followed, none of them could have told distinctly 
afterwards: Anketel gave Lord Temple the lie, and the 
room was as a Bedlam; shouts, oaths, questions. Some 
espoused Lord Temple's part, one or two Major Anketers. 
Lord Sandlin, thinking, as he said afterwards, that the 
viscount had got a sudden attack of brain fever, dashed over 
his head a large decanter of water. As if feeling that water 
was what he wanted. Lord Temple seized another decanter, 
and drank glass after glass of it. And this partially sobered 
him. 

What was to be done ? 

He must either make good his charges, or go out with 
Major Anketel. 

No, he would not. He, Lord Temple, go out with a 
blackleg I 

" Will you go out with me ?" cried Colonel Ghx>ves. " I 
espouse AnketeFs quarrel. I am no blackleg." 

As he spoke, he struck Lord Temple on the cheek; his 
fist was keen, and the blood trickled down. The colonel was 
a close and intimate friend of AnketeFs. " Birds of a feather 
flock together." Not very long after this period, the two 
were caught out in a disreputable transaction — and then 
people remembered the words of Viscount Temple. 

A hostile meeting was hastily arranged : they would go 
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out "witli tlie first glimmer of the dawn, and fight it out, 
Sir Robert Pajm was the only one cool enough to raise his 
remonstrance against it. Duels were no longer "in," he 
said, they had been put down by public opinion. Let them 
stop till to-morrow, when they should be oalm, and no doubt 
Temple's words would be explained away. He was drunk, 
and not responsible for what he said. Would they go out 
like madmen, and shoot each other to blazes? Nobody 
did it now, but French students at St. Oyr, or Austrian 
gamblers. 

Sir Robert Payn's words were wasted, his advice unheeded. 
All around were little better than what he said, madmen : 
their blood was fired. Earl Sandlin proposed to second 
Lord Temple ; and the Honourable George Eden, Colonel 
Groves. 

It was carried out. "With the grey break of eariy morn- 
ing, they started: Lord Sandlin driving his friend, and 
somebody else driving Colonel Groves. Others followed in 
the rear ; not many. Eager, frantic, as they had all been in 
urging it on, they were too wary to expose themselves to 
consequences, even as spectators. 

Earl Sandlin had, first of all, proceeded to his home. Lord 
Temple with him. There the former got his pistols, and 
each drank a cup of cofiee, black with strength. The 
Frendi call it eaf€ noir. As they were starting off in the 
dog-cart, Lord Sandlin exclaimed that they must take a 
surgeon. 

** We shan't find one at this hour," cried Lord Temple, 
who was now three parts sobered. " Don't wait ; let's get it 
over." It is probable that he would be glad to escape it 
now, for his wife's sake ; but no possibility of escape pre- 
sented itself ; no alternative. 

" I know a man who will do," returned the eari, " and we 



188 



DANKSBURY HOUSE. 



shall pass his room«. He used to be attached to tibe 
regiment." 

A little further, the earl pulled up. It was the plaoe he 
spoke of. A loud alarum was sounded on the night bell, 
which brought for^h a face in a nightcap at the second floor 
window. 

" There he is ; I could swear to him by his grey whiskers. 
Halloa, Moore I put that window up." 

Accordingly the window was put up, and the grey whis- 
kers and the nightcap looked out. 

" What's the matter, my lord ? " was the demand, in a 
strong Irish accent. 

** Dress yourself in a brace of shakes, and come down and 
see. A five-guinea job. Now don't be an hour. He'd sell 
his mother for half-a-crown," added the earl to Lord Temple, 
" so he won't wait to shave. He's often hard-Tip for a six- 
pence : clever in his profession, but drinks like a fishl I 
say. Temple I shaking ? " 

" I am as cold as charity," explained Lord Temple. " The 
dawn is keen." 

No more was said ; at least by Lord Temple. The sur- 
geon came out, took his seat by the side of the servant, and 
kept up a running fire of conversation with Lord Sandlin, 
as they sat back to back. The earl appeared to feel no more 
the awful nature of the errand they were bent on, than he 
would the going to a wedding : he was not of the feeling sort. 
What Lord Temple's reflections were, we cannot tell : but 
certainly not pleasant ones. 

When the party had discussed the place of meeting, some 
proposed one place, some another. One suggested Scotland ; 
another, France ; another. Chalk Farm. Finally, Battersea 
Fields was decided on, Georgy Eden indicating a ^t there 
'*8nug and safe." To Battersea Fields, therefore, Lord 
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Sandlin drove, and found the others were there before him. 
They had brought another surgeon. No time was lost ; the 
ground was chosen and measured ; and while Lord Sandlin 
and Mr. Eden were conferring together, Viscount Temple 
looked round at the assembled faces. His eye rested on Sir 
Robert Payn's — on its severe expression, betraying discon- 
tent at the whole proceedings. He went up to him, and 
drew him aside. 

" Payn, if I fall, will you undertake to break it to my 
wife? You will render me that service?" 

"Yes. I hope it will not be necessary. This has no 
business to take place. Temple. It was in my mind, on the 
way down, to look out for a policeman, and have you all 
taken into custody. You were a fool to get into this, for 
that beggar Anketel. But you had no right to say what 
you did." 

" I do not remember what I did say ; I was half asleep 
and half stupid ; but I was enraged at the fellow's presuming 
to touch me. Whatever I may have said, let it be as bad 
as it will, he deserves it. Mind, Payn, I reiterate it, though 
they may be nearly the last words I utter ; he is a gambler 
in the worst sense of the term, and a blackleg, and Swallow- 
tail is his confederate ; and I have, unfortunately, good cause 
for the assertion." 

" This may be so," returned Sir Robert ; " but life is life, 
and yours ought not to be risked for them. There was no 
call whatever for your coming out : the age for duelling is 
over. It is not demanded, now, that a man should stand to 
be shot at. Anketel might have brought an action against 
you." 

" I should not have come out with Anketel. Groves is 
different. And he struck me." 

"You might have struck again. I should; and pum- 
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melled him till his chivalry was out of him. What need 
had he to take up other men's quarrels ? Groves has the 
character for heing a crack shot.'' 

" Well — ^if I fall, you will soften the news, in the telling, 
to Lady Temple. Do not let her know the worst at once, 
Payn. It will break her heart, I fear, when she does know it" 

"And if it turns out the other way, and you despatch 
Groves, shall you make yourself scarce for a time ? Or, you 
may both fall." 

"Both cannot feU," said Lord Temple. "I shall fire in 
the air." 

"Whatl" 

" I shall. I have no quarrel with him ; and if I am to be 
sent out of the world myself, I will not go with nMuder on 
my hand," 

" If there were time, I'd fetch a policeman," muttqred Sir 
Bobert to himself. 

But there was not time. The antagonists were imme* 
diately placed, and the pistols fired. Colonel Qroves's as 
surely as if he had taken aim — ^Lord Temple's in the air. 
Lord Temple fell. 

The ball had entered his chest The blood was welling 
out, and he lay as one dead. Colonel Groves, his second, 
and one or two more, disappeared. They probably deemed 
he was dead, and hastened to secure tiheir own safety. 

But Lord Temple was not gone ; and the pulling him 
about by the surgeons awoke him to consciousness. They 
were both skilful men, and extracted the ball on the spot. 
The lovely morning sun was looking on them from the 
horizon, as they dressed the woimd. 

" Now, there are only two things to fear," cried Mooto, 
when it was over : "one, is internal hemorrhage; the other, 
is the shock to the system. I don't think we shall hare to 



A MAD ACT. 



191 



look out for either. I beliere he'll do well. Where's he to 
be moved to?" 

Lord Temple opened his eyes. " Home." 

"Toofer, my lord." 

''Home, home," he repeated; and the words^ though 
faint, were eagerly uttered, 

" It may be done with care," interrupted the other sur- 
geon. " His mind seems set upon it." 

Lord Temple made a movement as if he would have raised 
his head, and his eyes sought Sir Robert Fayn's. The latter 
read their anxious expression. He leaned over him. 

"I understand," he said. "Fll be oflf at once. Keep 
your mind easy : by the time you arrive at home, she will 
be expecting you. This will be all right, I can see : only 
keep tranquil." 

Sir Bobert Payn drove leismrely to Lady Temple's : he did 
not hurry, for he thought she would not be up, and did not 
care to disturb her earlier than was needful 

Lady Temple had not been in bed. Full of consternation, 
then of alarm, she had waited hour after hour for her hus- 
band's return. Now, pacii^ the room with imeven steps ; 
now, leaning from the window, looking out for him in vain ; 
now, giving way to all the terrors of imaginative fear. With 
the grey dawn, just as they were starting on their sinful 
expedition, she dropped into a sleep in her bed-room, kneeling 
on the ground, her head resting on the sofa. The entrance 
of her maid aroused her, and she started up, alive with pain- 
ful recollection. 

"A gentleman is below, my lady, and wishes particularly 
to see you. He bade me give you this card." 

Sir Robert Fayn's. On it, was written in pencil, " I am 
deeply sorry to disturb Lady Temple at this hour, but have 
brought a message to her from Lord Temple." 
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Isabel glanced at the glass. To smooth her hair and her 
cap was the work of an instant; and she shook out the 
flounces of her black silk dress, and went down with quivering 
lips and a sinking heart. She had never seen Sir Bobert 
Payn, and Sir Kobert Payn had never seen her ; but cere- 
mony, in these sterner hours of life, is forgotten. 

She went up to him : she clasped his arm in her agony of 
suspense ; her eager eyes were strained imploringly upon 
him, her pale lips drawn back. Sir Kobert was grieved to 
see her — to witness her emotion ; and he also saw that it 
was especially necessary he should be cautious not to alarm 
her more than was possible. 

" What have you to tell me ? *' she murmured ; " what is* 
it that has happened ? 

" Dear Lady Temple," he said, feelingly leading her to an 
arm chair and placing her in it, " it is not so bad as you are 
fearing. Compose yourself. A slight accident has happened 
to Lord Temple, but you need not fear." 

" I have never been in bed all night," she returned ; " I 
have passed it watching, in the agony of suspense. Let me 
know the worst. Indeed, I can bear it ; it will be less pain- 
ful than the fears which have haunted me." 

He hardly knew how to tell her ; yet told she must be, 
for her wounded husband was even then on his road home. 
He got through the task pretty well; making light of it. 
A mere flesh wound, he said. 

She sat back in the chair, her head resting on it, her hands 
clasped on her chest, as if to still its heavings, and her face 
the hue of the grave. 

" To flght a duel 1 to go out to fight a duel I " she wailed, 
in a low tone. " How could he be guilty of it ? How coiQd 
he be so led away ? " 

" I will go and watch for them, and come in with him," 
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yotirself before him, Lady Temple : it is absolutely neces- 
sary. "Were you to excite him, I camiot answer for the 
consequences." 

"Yes I will; I will control myself, can you doubt it? 
Btrt ft is hard to bear." 

"Can I do anything fbr you? Summon any of your 
mends?" 

A sudden thought struck her: she looked up. "If my 
brother conld be got here, it would be a oGmkftt to me, and 
I know it would be to my husband. The telegraph would 
apprize him." 

" 6kve me the address," said Sir Riobert. " I will de- 
spateh a* message instantly." 

^e Danesbory family were at bres^ast that same morn- 
ing, when MrA Danesbury happened to raise her head. 
" Who. is this, coming to the house?** she eiJclaimed* "A 
man in a blue^and^red* cap. He has got on a sort of uni- 
form/' 

ArtlraF leaned forward and looked out. " It is a porter 
from the telegraph office," he observed. "'He muat be 
Iffinging a message." 

" About that iron, no doubt," cried Ife. Bttieabury. " But 
why do they send here, instead of to the fiwctory?" 

The servant entered with a despatdi: in his hand, and 
bttfid^^ it acoordmg to its address^^' Arthur D'anesbm^', 
Biq., DMiesbtHfy House, Eastborongh.^ 

** New, I wonder what this i»?" thought Arthur, as ho 
rose. He signed the paper, and tlien'Went to the window 
1^ open the despatch, lis ba(^ turned to the broak&st table. 
An unpleasant fear had ciossed his mind that sometiiing 
o 
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was amiss with Bobert. From fears of some kind or other, 
relating to Bobert, he was rarely free. 

" LOITDOS, 8 0*clOCk, A.M. 

" Sir Bobert Payn to Arthur Danesbury, Esquire. 

"An accident has happened to Lord Temple. Lady 
Temple wishes for you here. Lose no time." 

"What in the world is it, Arthur?" called out William. 
" You are a long while studying it." 

Arthur turned round, as if in amaze, keeping the despatch 
in his closed hand. Mr. Danesbury looked at him. 

" It is unpleasant news, sir. Something is 

"Unpleasant newsl" shrieked out Mrs. Danesbury. 

Bobert is ill I " I know he is I or else the regiment is or- 
dered abroad 1 " 

" It is nothing about Bobert," answered Arthur to Mrs. 
Danesbury, again turning to address his father. " Something 
is amiss with Lord Temple. They wish me to go up." 

" Does he telegraph 1 " asked Mr. Danesbury. 

" He does not. Sir Bobert Payn sends. There it is," he 
added, handing the ominous words to his father, now that 
he had, in a degree, prepared him. 

" What can it be ? " uttered Mr. Danesbury, in ooncem. 
" You will lose no time, of course, Arthur." 

" I shall start inmiediately, by the express train." 

When Arthur reached town, he made the very best speed 
to Lord Temple's that a London cab could make. Sir Bo- 
bert Payn was leaving the house, when he saw a cab stop 
there, and a remarkably noble-looking man, with fine fair 
features, and bhie eyes that quite fixed attention by their 
intelligent beauty, alight from it. Sir Bobert guessed who 
it was, and met him. 
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" I have the pleasure," he said, " of receiving Mr. Arthur 
Danesbury. You have lost no time in obeying my tele- 
graphic summons. This is a shocking business." 

"What is it?" inquired Arthur, knowing then that he 
spoke to Sir Bobert Payn; "what has happened to Lord 
Temple?" 

" He has been wounded in a duel. I trust we may not 
have to say, killed. But symptoms, I hear, are less favour- 
able than they were, earlier in the day." 

" A duel ! " uttered Arthur : doubting whether he heard 
aright. " A dttel, did you say ? " 

« With Colonel Groves," returned Sir Robert. " A dis- 
pute occurred in the night, in a house where they were, and 
they went out at day-break, and fought." 

" A duel ! " Arthur could not help repeating, unable to 
realise the extraordinary tidings. "Could Lord Temple 
have been in his senses ?" 

" Only partially so. He had taken too much wine. They 
all had, and there was a regular drunken brawL Groves 
was cool and sober: he had not been of the drinking 
party." 

" How is my sister ? Do you know how she bears it?" 

" Poor lady ! my heart aches for her. She told me, this 
morning, that she would be calm before her husband." 

Arthur went in, and in a few minutes was standing over 
the bed. Lord Temple lay on it panting, his sad, repentant 
eyes gazing upwards. His wife's hand was in his, but ho 
loosed it for a minute to grasp Arthur's. 

" Perfect quiet," whispered Isabel, as a caution to her 
brother, "perfect quiet. The medical men say it is the 
only chance." . . 

. " That I had been like you, Arthur ! " he breathed, " that 
I had been like you, a water drinker." 
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Lady Tempk leaned over hiiD, tlie tears falliDg. ''B(?gi- 
nald, you know you^ mnst be silent." 

Had I not been full of wine, this wouM never lums 
occnrred^^' he o^Hinued, unheeding the injunction. AftHur, 
if I get well> J will-forswear drink for even.-' 

"Be silent now," whispered Arthur, "that you.maygtt 
welU" 

" Ay, ay ; and, by God's help, redeem the past." 

Then he lay without speaking, and they sat by hint in 
silence. In a little while the medical men came in, two of 
the most eminent surgeons in London. Arthur follomd 
them from the room when they went out again. 

" Is there any (^ance of his life?" he inquired. ''I b^ 
you will tell me. I am the brother of Lady T«mple«" 

" The chances are slight^" was the answer. " We fbar 
internal hemorrhage." 

The day went on to the evening, and the ebbh^ of 
Visoount Temple's life went on with itw The doctom wtsre 
in andtout at intervals, but they oould do nothing. LmJmiI 
had been reading to him out of Bt. John's Qospel, and he 
had listened with closed eyes and folded hands. When it 
grew dark, one of the attendants entered with s light, 
j^laced it on a table, and went out again. 

" No — no," faintly cried Lord Temple. 

Bis wife thought he lAeant to object to the light, a» no 
doubt he did^ and sho took ife herself ftom the room. Bf 
thiat moment he put outi his hand ^ Arthur undentood 
movement, and bent over hifiu • 

" am-^going, Arthur. I feel it. Oh, my wagM U/el 
Thus to be cu# oS in its midst I Arthur, you will take otam 
of her, and of her child. I leave them to you. If it^be • 
bey, tell him his father's fate— thait it may be a wan^g.** • 

Arthur Danesbury dfdrMtaasfittr^ •save 1^ a di^ep pt^BtevM 
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the hand. It said lUL Hk sister Mturnad, ^nd lie 
^oved lower, to give her her plaoe hy hi&r hnflfbaad. lx»d 
%mple. drew her face down that it might rest on his. 
Isabel— any ckurling I-^it is nearly onrer." 

She would not scream ; «he did not faint : but her heart 
.beat wildly with the sickness of despair, and a cold perspir- 
«tioQ broke out or^r her head and face. 

** May we meet again I" he continued, bnt^ low that she 
could scarcely catch the words. All day long have I been 
inwardly praying that time here might be prolonged to me. 
But it will not be. May my sins be forgiven me 1 My wasted 
life I Christ died for sinners." 

" Ay, for all ; for you and for me," she murmured forth 
from her aching heart. " Reginald, how shall I live with- 
out you? Can I live?" 

" IVar our child — ^live for our child. And — ^Isabel — let it 
}m • water drinker. It is my last charge to you." 

She turned her face aside, to hide its welling tears, but her 
huaband drew it again to and kept it there. Oh 1 that 
lUst embrace between two yoxmg, loving hearts? Reader, 
nay you never have cause to give, or receive it I When the 
•doctors next came in, a h'ght was broiight. Oood heavens 1 
«xdaimed one of them, under his breath. 

^* Take her away, sir," he twhaspered to Arthur. " Her 
iaee is resting on the dead." 

Isabel heard-^-raisedherheftd-Hmw-^-KMunprehended. And, 
;with a wild ory, she let itfalLagtiuon thepiUaw beside him. 
" Oh Reginald I Reginald 1 " 

All around Lord Temple's bed boli&vsd that he had gone. 
Xiady Temple was taken from, the room in the belief, Arthur 
quitted it in the belief, the surgeons remained Ibr some 
minutes in the belief ; and.it m»9 only when the nune oamo 
forward to oomm^nce what was^n^Maamy b^\^ss&&C'^^^ 
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doubt arose. So prostrated was his state, so death-like his 
condition, that they held a looking-glass to his lips, and by 
that means alone found that he still breathed. Thus he lay 
for some time; but, whether the inward hemorrhage had 
stopped, or that his constitution rallied, certain it is, a 
slight improvement began to be visible. From that time, 
his progress, though very slow, was graduaL And Lord 
Temple did not die. 



CHAPTER XV. 

The following year was waning to its close, when certain 
unpleasant doubts and rumours which had reached East- 
borough, as to the further misdoings of Bobert, Lieutenant 
Danesbury, reached their climax. But, it may be better 
to relate, first, certain changes, touching William and Lionel. 

William Danesbury had married. As it had been at 
Danesbury House, the night the scene took place relative 
to the chess, so it continued, Mrs. Danesbury rendering the 
yoimg men's home unpleasant to them, in fact, driving them 
from it. William, probably with a worthy motive, that of 
keeping from temptation, for which self-endeavour all hon- 
our should be accorded him, took to spend his evenings, or 
most of them, at his Aunt Philip's, and an attachment arose 
between him and Anna Heber. Mrs. Philip was made a 
confidant of, by William, and she was the first to speak to 
Mr. Danesbury, and urge the marriage. She believed it 
might be the saving of William. Anna knew of the failing 
to which he was inclined, and she was willing to risk it. 
Jfh Danesbury acquiesced with pleasure; his only objection 
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was, that in the fQtered state of their finances, and under 
the great demands of Robert, but a small income could be 
allowed them, three or four hundred a year. That should 
not hinder it, Mrs. Philip generously said : she had saved 
money, and would settle equivalent to two hundred a year 
upon Anna. Thus matters were arranged; a house was 
taken and furnished, and William married. 

But what of Lionel? Why, Lionel was living at home. 
Lionel had fondly anticipated the setting up in London, but 
by the time Lionel was a qualified surgeon, his intemperate 
habits had become so confirmed, that Mr. Danesbury did not 
dare to sanction his doing so. He judged — and very rightly — 
that Eastborough would be better for him than London*: at 
Eastborough he would have a homey in London he had none: 
and Mr. Danesbury began casting his thoughts about, to make * 
arrangements. Mr. Pratt was looking out for a partner, a 
man younger than himself, who would take the hardest of the 
work, and Mr. Danesbury proposed Lionel. Lionel, at first 
—I use his own expressive phrase, not mine — kicked at it; 
but his father pointed out to him how necessary it was that 
he should, if possible, regain steady habits, and, when 
that was done, he could take his degree as physician, and 
establish himself in London. Lionel could not help being 
struck with the good sense of the proposition, when he had 
allowed himself to digest it, and at length cheerfully acqui- 
esced. It was not a bad plan, after all, he remarked, for he 
should be gaining ten times more experience with old Pratt, 
than he would at first in London. So Lionel joined Mr. 
Pratt, making his home at Danesbury House. 

Bobert came down to the marriage of his brother William, 
and took the opportunity to press for more money for his 
extravagances, but Mr. Danesbury refused to supply it. 
He could no longer afiford to do it, and peremptorily informed 
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Robert that he must make his allowanoe and luB pagr — not 
a despicable Inoome— ^euffioe for the future. £ob^ rekiroai 
to town ; and there — and there — ^the infatuated man pfot 
false bills in circulation and obtained the proceeds, ior^ag 
his father's business signature, John Danesbury & SoBi^" 
and making them payable at their London bankiog house, 
Kobarts, Curtis, & Go. 

The news came upon Mr. Danesbury like a thnndeEbolt 
What he would be called upon to make good and aave com- 
posure, imlcss he suffered Bobert to be prosecuted as a Moo* 
amounted to a thousand pounds ; but it was not the loss of 
the money that crushed him. The £&cts stood out, broftd 
and hideous : a son of his had committed a crime for wMch 
he was liable to nearly the worst punishment of the law : 
but a few years previous, it would have been the worst. 
Many a man, for a far less offence in amount than this, had 
heard the awful sentence passed upon him, that he should 
be hanged by the neck until he was dead. 

" Father," asked Arthur, when the first shook was oyer, 
" what is to be done ? " 

" The sorrows of my old age are telling upon me," wailed 
Mr. Danesbm-y, in a husky tone. " May they not become 
too heavy for me to bear 1 " 

" We must seek out Robert." 

" Seek him out and bring him homo. I question if he 
will allow you readily to find hira." 

" Bring him home, did you say ? " returned Arthur. 

" What else can be done with him ? " asked Mr. Danes- 
bury. " He cannot remain in the army to disgrace it. 
Were this to ooze out, think what his position would bo, 
with his brother officers 1 He must come home, Arthur. 
He may not be left amidst the evils of that great oity--^ 
might ruin himself and ruin us." 



"^'iilhidvisieiiter 'go to Losdon at once, andaee what I can 
do." 

'*'^ikf^ Aet as curciimstariees shall reqture. Do the best 
fMHI jcm. I giTe you fall authority. When you have 
arranged about his commission, bring him home." 

" He may not be willing to come." 

" He must come. Use any means. Threats of conse- 
^qfoenm, if perauaflions fsSL I was always against his join- 
'.w^ the :amiy : I knew it would lead to a life of idleness, 
probably of vice. It has done both." 

j^irthur Banesbury proceeded to London. His first visit 
Wi- to Bobarts'a in Lombard Street : from ihence he pro- 
ioeaded to the West End, to Bobert's old lodgings. The 
people sfud Lieutenant Danesbury had left them some time, 
and they did not know where he now lived. Arthur expect- 
ed this would be the probable answer, and he drove to the 
j^psartm of his regiment. Colonel Neeve stood at the en- 
tfanoe as Arthur was about to enter: they had a slight 
knowledge of each other, and shook hands. 

" I am in search of my brother," said Arthur. " Does he 
happen to be here ? " 

" Here I " exclaimed CJolonel Neeve. " No. He has never 
once ocaid eacended to pay us a visit since he left." 

A puzzling speech to Arthur. "Is he absent?" he in- 
quired. 

" Absent from where ? " asked the colonel. " From Lon- 
dcm?" 
"From his duty." 

Colonel Neeve looked equally puzzled, and the two stood 
for a moment gazing at each other. 

«I rhave come to London to see Robert," explained Arthur, 
" but the people, where he used to lodge, tell me he has.l^, 
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SO I came on here, hoping to catch him. Will he be at the 

mess this evening ?" 

"Is it possible you do not know that your brother hae 
quitted the regiment ?" exclaimed Colonel Neeye, in a tone 
of astonishment. 

" Quitted the regiment !" 

" He has sold out, this two months past" 

Arthur Danesbury was perfectly confounded. He was 
quite unprepared for the intelligence. "What could have 
been his motive?" he resumed. 

" Why, the fact is, he could scarcely do otherwise," cried 
the colonel, dropping his voice to a confidential tone. " He 
was over head and ears in debt, and went in bodily fear of 
arrest. He wanted the proceeds of his commission to clear 
himself. Supplies from home were stopped, he said." 

" He had been supplied too extensively from home," was 
the pained answer of Arthur. " Another year or two of his 
extravagance would have ruined us. When he was last 
down, I beUeve my father warned him that in future he 
would receive no more than his allowance." 

" Ay, that's just what I understood. Lieutenant Danes- 
bury was awfully fast ; there's no denying it." 

" And he has really sold out I And probably spent the 
money." 

" That he has spent it, you may be sure of. How is it 
you did not see it in the Gazette ?" 

" That portion of the Gazette does not interest us much, 
and often goes unread," replied Arthur. " Can you tell me 
where to look for him?" 

" I am sorry that I cannot. He has never been here since. 
I have met him once or twice in an evening, but not very 
lately." 
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Arthur wished Colonel Neeve good day, and left. He was 
at a loss what to do. It was absolutely necessary that he 
should find Robert ; not only to get hun away from London 
and prevent further mischief, but to ascertain whether he had 
placed other false bills in circulation. He bent his steps to 
Bedford Row, and inquired of Mr. St. George if he knew 
anything of him. 

"Kot I," was Mr. St. George's answer. "I expect he is 
after no good. You astonish me by saying his family were 
left in ignorance of his selling-out. I saw the announcement 
in the Gazette." 

" I am very uneasy," observed Arthur. " I must see him." 

"Did you come to town to see him?" 

"Yes. I ." Arthur hesitated. But he found it would 

be better to tell the whole truth to Mr. St. George, and he 
disclosed the sad tale, with shame. 

• "He is a wicked scamp," was the indignant comment of 
Mr. St. George. 

"Sold out of the army and entered on evil courses I" 
uttered Arthur. " What is to be his end ? " 

"Not 'entered' on them," said Mr. St. George. "Lieu- 
tenant Danesbury has been deep in them s long while. The 
kindest thing, to him, would be to prosecute. It would keep 
him from further crime." 

" Impossible to prosecute him," returned Arthur. " It 
would bring public disgrace on us all, and sully the name of 
Danesbury." 

" Well, I suppose it would not do. What a curse drink 
is, all over the world 1 It is that which has ruined Robert." 

" Can you give me any track by which I may trace him 
out ? You are so much better acquainted with the ways of 
London than I am." 

Mr. St. George mused. " I wonder whether Pratt may 
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sot know something of him. fie luied to jooeet him tdsne- 
times in his night haimts.*' 

" What Pratt ? " inquired Arthur. 

''That drunken son of Pratt's of Eastborongh. Thm^ 
-another j^e fellow ruined 1 He was made for helier things 
ihan to load a sinful life." 

He has been a great ti*ouble to his father/' remsokad 
Arthur. " How does he get his living ? Our ,old .iHend 
never speaks of him." 

" Any way. Starves part of his time— from food, not 
from drink. He is attached to a fashionable gambling-house, 
and has some pay from it. By the by," medMr. St. G^eorge, 
with sudden emphasis, what was the description lU^barts's 
gave you to-day of the fellow who presented these bills for 
payment — a thin man, with a white face and scarlet lixw*? 
That IS uncommonly like Pratt himself." 

''Pratt had not a white face and scarlet lips," remarked 
Arthur. 

"Ah!" quoth Mr. St. George. "How long is it since 
you saw him ? " 

" Ten or twelve years." 

"And he has been drinking ever since. Quite enofogh ho 
make his face white, and his lips red." 

"But," debated Arthur, "Pratt's son, whatever naayrhe 
his faults, would not lend himself to crime." 

" 'Adversity makes us acquainted with strange bedfellows,' " 
significantly remarked the lawyer, " and there's no adversity 
like a career of drunkenness. I'll send for him, and tax him 
with it." 

" But you cannot accuse him of presenting these forged 
bills for payment, without first knowing that it was he," re- 
monstrated Arthur Danesbury. 

" Leave him to me," said Mr. St. George, carelessly. If 
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I wears to accuse him of murder^ he is too brobBtt-i^irited to 
retaliate ; but the probability is, that he>hasbeen an iimooetift 
agent in the matter. Bobert Daneebury may have miule him 
hk tool Singular enough, I sent fot Pratt's son thi* morn- 
ing, . and am expeeting him herai I tdd Pratt last year that 
I would get this lad, who is too good for suoh a fbther,^ into 
an: arohitec^'s office, and I have just succeeded in doing so. 
lU^ friend would not have any&ing to say to the boy till 
now ; tiiought him too young;" 

As "Mx, St George spcke, he rang^ his bdl, toad adoik 
entered. 

'* Is young. Pratt come ? " 

" YeSi. sis. He is waiting.^' 

''Seadhnnin." 

A wellrdressed boy, with a ol^r bri^ eye, and capadkms 
forehead, entered. He ought to have been there early in the 
ds^^ but his new clothes had to be purchased, fot which his 
motiier's friends had supplied the meansi. 

"Well/' said Mr. St* George, " are yon as anxious as ever 
to^becomean architect ? " 

" Oh yes, indeed, sir," answered the lad, cdottriog with 

« A friend of mine is ready now to take yoa hitcr his^ffiee^ 
and try what staff yon are made of. Do you think you can 
be industrious and steady, and give satisCBelion?^ 

" LtLope so, sir., Pll do all I oan. Andil aat vevyr mudi 
obliged, to you." 

" Ane you sure you feel obliged to me ? 

The boy looked up. Of course I do> sir, and; so do- my 
friends." 

Then you must repay the obtigsyon observi&g^ m 
certain rule which I widh to ilD|M0e on, yoiu" 
"What is it, sir?" 
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" That you never drink any sort of intoxicating liquor ; 
neither wine, nor beer, nor spirits. Tou will be amongst 
young men who probably do drink such, and they will be 
for persuading you. Unless you can resolve to withstand 
that, and to abstain, you had better stay away altogether." 

The boy's face became painfully suffused, for he knew 
why Mr. St. George thought it necessary to give him that 
caution. " Oh, sir," said he, " there will be no difficulty. 
I have promised the same to mamma, and I will keep my 
word. She has never yet permitted me to drink anything 
but water, and I never will." 

" I will trust you," answered Mr. St. Gteorge. Bemem- 
ber, I implicitly trust you. Before""! give you directions 
where to go," he added, "I want you to step home and 
bring your father here. Tell him I wish to spesk with 
him." 

Young Pratt flew off, and soon returned with his father. 
The latter, a little the worse for liquor, had not stayed to 
dress himself, and he looked, as the saying runs, " seedy ; " 
seedy in clothes, and very seedy in face and frame. He 
shrank into himself when he recognised Mr. Arthur Danes- 
bury, ashamed that he should see him as he was. It proved 
that Mr. St. George was mistaken in his suspicion of Pratt's 
having been the man to present the bills at Eobarts's. Pratt 
knew nothing whatever about them. Indeed, the proba- 
bility was, that they had passed out of Robert Daneslbury's 
hands, three months before, into a discounter's : " There are 
plenty of men in London with white faces and inflamed lips," 
thought Mr. St. George to himself : " I was wrong." 

" Do you happen to know where Mr. Robert Danesbury 
is now ? " Arthur enquired of Pratt. 

" No, sir. I have not seen the captain for sometime as 

we always call him amongst ourselves." 
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Not waiting to ask who *^ ourselves " might mean, though 
Mr. St. George well knew, Arthur Danesbury proceeded. 

" Do you know where he removed to, when he left his 
apartments in Bond Street ? " 

" He went to Arundel Street, in the Strand, and after- ^ 
wards he left that place, and I don't know where he went 
to," was Pratt's reply. He had a run of ill luck, and since 
then he has not shown out much." 

" What do you mean by ill luck ?" 

" At the gaming table, sir. And the captain was extra- 
vagant in other ways, and I expect he is keeping himself 
dark, just now. I see him now and then at night ; though 
I have not, for the last week or two. His old night resorts 
are, I expect, too expensive for him at present, or else he is 
afraid to show himself at them, and I am not acquainted 
with his new ones. I shall see two or three people to-night 
that I can inquire of." 

** I shall be obliged to you to do so," returned Arthur 
Danesbury. 

"And come here to-morrow morning and report," said 
Hie lawyer, sharply — at eleven o'clock." 

The following day, Saturday, Pratt made his appearance 
in Bedford Bow at the appointed hour. Arthur Danesbury 
was waiting for him. He had not been able to see Captain 
Danesbury, he said, for it was as he thought ; the captain 
was in hiding; but he had heard that he sometimes appeared 
at a certain tavern called the Golden Eagle: he "went 
there for his drink." 

" Do you know what he is doing ? " inquired Arthur. f 

"Not much, sir," replied Pratt. "He looks shabby now : j 
though you may be slow to believe that, of Captain Danes- 
bury. He is hastening along the downward road that 1 
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hdrYe gone. Lately, I hare never seen him but he haa been 
half s<arewecL" 

" Half what ? " inquired Arthur. 

" He means half drunk," explamed 3ttr. Si Georg«: « It 
is one of our glorious town's fast expreesdonfl, and has not^ 
1 presume, travelled to Bastbomugh." 

" Not to me," replied Arthur. " I will go at <mc0 to this 
' Golden Eagle\" 

" It will be of no manner of use, sir." intetrapted Pratt. 
''He never appears there till night; and then, with castion. 
Tour surest plan would be, to wateh the doors after di^k, or 
go inside and wait." 

Arthur Danesbury had plenty to occupy himself with, iAtst 
day, ibr he had business to attend to for the firm. He then 
went to his hotel and dined— the Queen's, St. MflitiA'B4e' 
Grand— and afterwards he went out to find the Goldea'B<agIe. 

The Gx>lden Eagle was situated in a low neighbourhood, 
near to Oxford Street. Arthur was somewhat pussled with 
the courts and street; but, on turning into the right atubf 
there rose the slanicture before him. A magnifiosAt white 
building — a gin-palace — imposing with pillars, and eonHoe% 
and balustrades, and ornamental architecture, all flooded' with 
Hght. A ^* golden eagle," jetted with gas, spread its wings 
over the first floor windows, and lamps with piBttff devices 
on their variously coloured glass, four in fh>nt and two <m 
the side— for it was a comer house— raised themselves on 
pilasters from the pavement. But, glaring and brilliant as 
was the light without, it appeared to be eclipsed 1^ iliat 
within. 

Arthur took up his station at the corner. A most unen- 
viable position ; for the flood of gas streamed t^Mm, and 
lighted him up, as if he had been placed there for show. 
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Bui from no other point, or darker comer, could he see thfe 
two doors ; and, to watch only one, was almost the same.ae 
watching neither. If that house was the Golden Eagle, the 
one, at the opposite comer of the narrow street, might be 
called the Golden Balls. It was a pawnbroker's shop. Do 
you ever see the two far apart ? And many a one visited that, 
before they visited the Golden Eagle. Numbers were passing 
into it, that Saturday night, carrying with them incongraous 
articles — ^flat irons and children's clothes, pillows and time- 
pieces, wedding-rings and men's boots, Dutch ovens and 
chimney ornaments. Some pressed in there from sheer 
necessity ; others, to obtain means of gratifying their fieiy 
craving for drink. Arthur Danesbury was often jostled by 
the pestiferous crowd, who came too close to him with their 
poisonous breaths, their glassy eyes, and their tainted rags. 
They were swarming there in scores, for it was Saturday 
night with the drinkers as well as with the pawners : and, now 
and again, his view of the doors was baffled by the interven- 
ing mob. The mob, who stared at him, standing there, as if 
he had been a wild animal, so entirely did he appear of a 
different species from themselves. He began to think he 
should be better off inside. It appeared a large place! 
Surely there might be a quiet comer where he could sit and 
wait : and he entered. 

Several men, mostly young, and in shirt sleeves, for it 
was hot within that reeking place, were serving behind the 
counter. It was the first time Arthur Danesbury had ever 
been inside a London gin-shop, and he stood in amazement. 
Lustrous mirrors in glittering gilt frames dazzled his sight, 
their costly plate-glass reflecting back the lights, as in count- 
less numbers; massive pillars, all marble and bumished 
gold — at any rate to look at ; showy time-pieces, and rich cut 
glass chandeliers. Could this be a common gin-shop, where 
p 
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pouijr half-pinta of porter and drains of gin wnr dolod mkf 
it wae, indeed, snd a Inminous sigbt it wmk tofs^ 
twiiiiniiiiV firing with> tba spuoircasks, were of polishMl mbmti, 
4ir vero silrer-plated ; it was imi>oflBiMe fiar eye tO' tal 
urbich;. farther on, & little apace, ware the beer-tipa ; mA 
Ums beautifol ahelveS) bebind, held bottles of various kinds 
sad degani omammt The^oontainedocedlaisandlEqwaR 
m^iose verjT names, mre snffieienii to tempt the nnwaryv m 
they gaaed at tihexn, ranged there before the pUte-giass. 
laak of gooddieer was sold there^ or what tba infalnaM 
mffd deemed such. Barclay, Perkins,.& Co.'a entire, prine 
40able-stout, mild ale, best cordial gin, cream of tii&TaHey; 
M Tom,.pinea^;^ ram, geimine Sootoh whiakj*, bast VrmA. 
Itarattdy, dberbet^ nim-«hrub, were soma wfi the Barnes tfaal; 
wBoi^ many others, stared in Arthur's, o^^s. A fitHle 
soTering from his astonishment, he approachad a porUTiiiaa 
wiio appeared to be the master. The latter gazed at bim . 
wi& surprise : his bfty form, his b^;ter than laity- wnm- 
lenanoei his high, breeding and sfbblv tones w«a siMii tksfl 
badinot often been seen at the Goldsn Eagle. 

Anthnr oonrteously raised his hat : yes, e¥«n Ho » tarenio 
keeper, for he was a thorongh gentleman at heart ; and spofee 
in a lt>w tone as he bent ower the comiter* 

" Will you allow mc the privilege of waiting here for half 
an kour? I wish to see a friend who occaeionaSy comes 
here, pearhaps he may da S9 to-night." 

*• Sir, with pleasure," respectfully aDswered the landlord. 
" Will you please to i^-alk into our private parlour, sir?* 

" Thank you, no. This gentleman may be in and gone 
in a minute, and I might miss him. I will stand aside and 
wait here." 

The landlord bustled forward with a chair, and -pkiced it 
St the comer of the counter. Arthur moved it back into the 



nhiidir tf tiM tenn magft be ap^ed tOianffjiaoe, bo brilliant 
with lightr-^flOBWwktli out oi the reaoh^ and semewiuub wt 
of the gaae cf tfxe crowd. The landjord haaded him a 
mekly Be \ f gp a yr^ and he opened it, but hiB attention was 
wmah iakfok op by ▼hat was pasaiiig aeound him* 

They were coming in, thick and threefold Men, womea^ 
boys, gids; 8ome,<didl; scmie, young; aome, respectablis','' 
some, the very dregs of the stsceet. If' eves Arthur Danes^ 
bury felt pare-emineotljr thankful for being a wafter^driaker, 
hfi idt so. ikesL B^speUing jokes m^t his aar, ooarae eonver- 
siAion, profane swendng. Soma ivere haggard wdith teime ; 
IMM, with kng drii&ing; some were aomaly a day lemored 
from their graves. One woman, pale and bloated, in m 
ImskBOi sk0W bonnet, eanw up Ho ihs counlsr, oansyiiig a 
amoiaig infant. It did not seem tOi harve- stoength to ccy. 

^Qnaxtem o' prime OM Tom," siieoried^ pnttmg 4owifc 
fivepence. 

No sooner said, than liie ^iass was: handed to her with one 
band^ and tbo money sivept away wdltii ihe oAar. She dfcank 
H rattier better than tfaree parts, imd 1^ rest she pawed 
down the throat of the infant, to dose it into qwetness. 
Arthur Daneabury oould not forbear an exchmmtion, but it 
was unheard in that Babd of soiH]d& As t^e woman turned 
from the counter, a young girl, in a grcan-and-red plaid 
shawl and tidy eotton gown, pushed her way into th^ place. 
She looked scarcely seventeen, yet the- plague spot of in- 
temperance had already set its mark upon her face. Thin 
and wan, and clammy in flesh and featiue, it had the lack- 
lustre eye, and the hot red lips. She fixed tiiose poor eyes 
of hers upon the landlord, and spoke with a pleading ac- 
cent 

''Master, you'll just tmst mo with a half^quiartom, won*t 

ye?" 
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"Not, if I know it, wench," roughly reptied the same 
tongue which had been so civil to Arthur Danesbury. 

" Fm dying for it," she went on. " I haVt had a tast6 
in my Hps this day, and I'm just fainting for the want of it. 
He ain't come out o' quod yet; when he does, 111 pay 
ye. " LeVs have it." 

"Just take yourself off," returned the landlord; "you 
can't come the dodge over me." 

She broke out into an oath : " Hear to him I" she shrilly 
cried, turning to the shopful. " He won't trust for a paltry 
half-quartern, and we have laid out pounds with him. You 
avaricious old Brimstone I I know who'll get his own, some 
day." 

The landlord did not reply. He nodded to two of his men 
in the shirt-sleeves, who emerged from behind the counter 
and bundled the unhappy girl outside, she shrieking and 
cursing. 

" We have rough customers here sometimes, sir," said the 
landlord, approaching Arthur, and speaking in a tone 
apology ; " and this is Saturday night : any other, it would 
not be so bad." 

" Poor things !" returned Arthmr Danesbury. 

" Can I offer you a glass of anything, sir ? I'm sure I 
should be proud to— if you'd please to name what. I have 
got as good a glass of port as ever was tasted." 

Arthur shook his head. " You are very kind. I never 
drink." 

" Never, sir I Not anything?" 
" Except water." 

" Law, sir ! that's poor stuff to keep up a man's stamina." 

" I don't know," returned Arthur, with an amused look. 
" If you contrast my * stamina ' with that of those I now see 
around, I think mine would not suffer in the comparison." 
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Yes, sir," said the landlord, " but you must also contrast 
your position and advantages with theirs/' 

" It may be that some of those now present have had it 
in their power to attain to as good a position as mine,'' 
returned Arthur. " Two or three of them look as though 
they had been gentlemen once." 
: " Yes, I believe they have been, sir." 
. " Till ruined by the demon, drink," muttered Arthur to 
himself. 

''Who is that, sitting down in the bar?" demanded the 
smartly-attired landlady, when her husband went into their 
own parlour. 

. "I don't know who: some nob, though. He's a real 
gentleman, whoever he may be ; a lord, I shouldn't wonder. 
He took off his hat to me as stylish as if I had been a duke 
royal, and asked leave to wait to see a friend. But, I say, 
what d'ye think ? he's one of them teetotalers." 
\ " How do you know ? " 

" Because he said so. I asked him to take something — I'd 
have given one of my best beeswing ports to such a man as 
he, for, that he was not one of the beer or gin customers, I 
eould see with half an eye — and he said he never took any- 
thing but water." 

■ "Perhaps he is one of those.teetotal spies, come to show 
the trade up," suggested the landlady. 
; " No, that he is not. He has nothing of the spy about 
him. He carries the stamp of honour on his face. My 
belief is, he's a noble incogJ* 

. "What made you give him that newspaper to read?" 
• " Because I thought he might like to amuse himself with 
it, while he waited." 
"But that's an old one." 

" An old one 1 " cried the landlord. " Ain't it to-ni^ht'«.1" 



No, kst ^weekV^ Here's tChmghVs.^ 
Bless me/' exdaimed the man. And, ^taidiig ihe fimk 
piiper, damp firom the press, he approaohed Artbtir wiih an 
apology for bis Temissness. Tke latter took it, bat did not^ 
«t the momeift, r«%& the ei&ieB, for he uras interestediniEOtBe* 
thing he was reading from it Jofit^tb^ there was a 1mA 
shout in the bar, causing A^r^itir to lookup, and the landlord 
to &t&p elose to 4^ counter.. It seemed tospeak of applatlse. 

The young girl had come in again, and, flinging -Sown • 
abilling ^ the cotmter, demanded a half quartern of " moun- 
tain dffn" The gin was served oiA to bar and Hbe ^ight- 
pence change. She had taken off her cotton gOwn in tbe 
Street, and pledgeditforasbilling at the opposite pawnshop. 

Who aa^^ I am to be done?" cried she, wbenkma 
swallowed, tmnitig round and holding out her soadtp^ttioottt; 
aa if «be were preparing to dan^ a minuet* '** Old Brim- 
stone wouldn't trust me, so I ^v%nt4md popped it for a^tdi^ 
ling. I think this is as handsome as that i at ai^ rata, for 
bisishop," she <;ontintted, still holding otlttbe g»na«ilt for 
axhibiticm, which, whether it was origioally blaek or wfaUSy 
was of no colour but dirt now. " Abl never say die I * 

The s^lause was uproarious. Before -lialf an bonr JnA 
elapsed, she had spent the shilling in three half qtiMenm4i 
siountafai dew, ai^ wast ^e^ing aat» Gin on $m ampty 
stomach ; weak from long teting 1 

Arthur's spirit was famt within him. In ^d oilt, in and 
out of the doors theypdoredr^these poories^r «pplicant0,-iB 
all stages of misery, in all stages of disease, in all stagas of 
intoxication. The doors were on the swing perpetoany. 
Before one set had di^ineA the poison that was daa^rcQrli^ 
them, another was ready to fill up their plaoea. Wbat m* 
ward were they hastening on to, in the nosttwofld ? What 
were 4bef imistaiing to, •Mly in tbia ? 



He sat till the house was ready to close, sat it out. Bobert 
had not come in. 

" May I trespass upon yon ugain to-morrow night ? " he 
enquired of the landlord. " I am from the country, and am 
imwilling to go back without seeing my friend. I do not 
know his address, btt am informed he aometimfis oomeB ilm 
«t night." 

What is his mcme, sbr?'* aakcd ihe landloird. 
** I quettion £f you would ^now him by name. I beUeic 
not." 

'' Come to-m(»TOw night, sir, and as many nights aa .yau 
please. I am sorry it is so duU for you, sitting hen^ anil 
Vfttdiing others drink.'' 

"I would rather watch them, than drink, myself," was 
Arthm: Danesbu]^^ jmswer. " What I have witnessed liere, 
to^mghl^ jMSdfeot teikded to increase my i^proval of it." 

Drink is not bad in itself, sir, when taken in modjem* 
tiow; .only when swallowed in excess." 

''But mo^t of your customers do seem to take it in excess," 
was Arthur's rejoinder. 

"A good many do ; it can't be denied. But sir, thare.are 
other things that do them harm, as well as drink. Look >9Jk 
1^ low trash they are always reading, the bad, pernicious 
Hterature that they bi^ up and devour, the women esp^- 
aHy. It's awfully demoralizing, and destroys their minds 
lioster than drink destroys their bodies. Good night to ^u, 
sir," 

The landlord was not far wrong : for, nothing can tend to 
demoralise the minds of the lower classes more, than oertain 
cheap and low publications, periodically poured forth with an 
unsparing hand in the British metropolis. Next to the un- 
seemly indulgence in intoxicating liquors, they are the 
greatest bane that ever fell upon a nation's people. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

ScTNDAY morning rose. Arthnr Danesbury attended divine " 
service at St. Paul's, and then bent bis course westward to 
Lord Temple's house at Kensington. The service at St. 
Paul's was over early, and Lord and Lady Temple had not 
returned from church. But they soon followed him in, and 
greeted him with glad surprise. He inquired, not without 
anxiety, after Lord Temple's health. 

" I am getting strong, again," was the reply. " When did 
you come to town v " 

"On Friday morning. But I have been engaged, and 
could not get as far as this. I can stay with you to-day. 
How is my little god-son?" 

" You shall judge for yourself," answered Isabel. " You 
never saw such a lovely child as he grows, Arthur — and so 
good I" 

" Never was such a child before — ^in his mother's eyes," 
cried Lord Temple. 

" Now, Reginald I You know that he is lovely — and good." 

" To be sure. Takes after his father in both respects," 
gravely responded Lord Temple. 

They laughed at this. And Isabel quitted the room 
laughing. 

" I am glad to see you looking so much stronger," ob- 
served Arthur ; when left alone with his brother-in-law. I 
had grave fears that you would never be strong again. In 
the spring, when I was here at the child's christening, and 
you were, so to say, well — I had my doubts of you." 

"A7; my renewed life is a blessing I did not deserve." 
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** Have you perseviered in your resolution of keeping to 
water ? " inquired Arthur. 

" Yes ; thank God I And I will persevere, by His help ; 
persevere to the end* All that day, when I lay dying, as I 
and everybody thought, my inward prayer was, that Qod 
would mercifully renew my life to me — as He did to Heze- 
kiah. Kot for the sake of the life ; the living longer in the 
world ; il was not for that, I so earnestly prayed, but that I 
might be enabled to atone for the past. Almost by a miracle, 
I was raised up. The medical men said it was a miracle, to 
them ; and I am sure it was, to me ; for I had every sensation 
of a dying man. After mercy, so great, accorded me, so direct 
an answer to my earnest prayer, how could I relapse into a 
careless or evil life ? It was prolonged to me to redeem it ; to 
strive to please God ; to be useful to my fellow-men : and 
my first resolution towards this was, that I would never 
drink anything but water, so long as I should live. Wine 
and strong drink had led me on to most of the ill I had 
committed : they never shall again." 

" Water is the only certain safeguard in such a case as 
yours," remarked Arthur. . 

. " It is," assented the viscount. " Some men, your father, 
for example, can take stronger drinks, and never exceed a 
harmless quantity ; but, were I to return to them, I might 
take too much, as I often used to do : therefore I keep the 
temptation at arm's length. Yet I have not escaped being 
tempted, even since my raising up — ^I shall never call it by 
aiiy other name, Arthur." 
" Tempted by your friends I " 

"No. By my medical men. When I was growing better, 
ihej ordered mo stout and wine ; insisted on my taking it ; 
told me I should never be well, if I did not. But I kept my 

\ 



(rcsohitioik I was helped to keep it^** .sdil«L Iiord Temple, 

reverently. 

Medical men htiie kaaw ihe ill they do^ in psessii^ stlm- 
uknts upon patients who are reeovering ^am iUneas^" onad 
Asftthnr Banesbnry. A man rises. from Ms bed as yon did, 
weak, emaciated, trebling, a living skeleton. JEEe C8iin«t 
yet take Teiy aubittantiai food, and Ids doctor immedialelj 
ordeiB bim port wine, — a glass.a-day, or ctwo glaases,. or tfaoEae, 
as the case may be, by way of getting up hie strengtk 
Many, many have became intemperate from .only 'tiiis sligbfit 
beginning. They leaxn to like the wine^-aad to craras Jar 
it ; they continae its use, after health Jias j*etnzned» in^gxad- 
ually inoareasing quantities, and the zest is eseyj* 

I do beHe\« you. I am c(m?dnced that it is eeu Wani> 
ing the motal jyower to resist, and the better and higher 
safeguard, which I trust I have now within :nie, I jdiouU 
have been quite as ^ready to drink, as my medical men tveM 
to order, and should haire gone on ixom. laad io waemL 
Wlien Isabel was re'^sovcring^. after the boy whs hacn^ ifae^ 
told bar 4Bhe must take double stout and povt wdne, Hxstt she 
mv6t After the first day or twoy.she did not dispute ibe 
poiist mih them, but quietly let them believ:^ if th^ diase, 
that «iie«did take it" 

And drax& only water 

Of course. You know Isabel never takes anything elnb 
She got strong none the slower for it, and I am sore 41m 
ehild lost nothing hy Ihe bargain. He really is a beautifiil 
boy, Arthur," added Lord Temple, "but if I were to .adnai 
it before Isabel, she'd be prouder of him than she idready is, 
and be fbr showing 'him off to tlie pubiie in a glass ease." 

I low do you manage to ^ibstain from winei when disii^ 
wiUi yonr.fifiends.?** 
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Ihave pot H hitlidrto on the sd&n Of mydanl&ged 
iBi^de, ^ere the bullet went," laughed Lord Temple. The 
thne ma^eome, irhen I BhvXL avow fearlessly true reason, 
that WBter is better for the body, and betrler far the tool." 

" I wish yon would," earnestly spoke Arthur, 

"It will come, Rome wasn't built in a day. Some of 
these nights I may rise in my place in the House, and 
astonii^ 13^ LordB by ttvowing that I have taken up the 
1?empmnm 'eiamse, and call upon fhem, as good men and 
mie, to legi«k«e for it/' 

•* I pray that I may Ike to see the d^," asphated Arthur 
BionflBbaay. "Much d^ends on y&n, <tf the higher orders : 
you make the laws, you are set in lofty places, yon ,ttre the 
mighty cotmBellors of Bngiand?B Queen. Ton might effect 
much, if you gave yourselves up, heart and spirit, to locA 
iiito, and ^ve to diedk, tMs momdter evil.*^ 

^ The.gO't'esmment might effect more than ft does,** said 
Lotd Temple. "It might Tender the laws and the dttty, 
alfeciing spirits, more stringent ; ft might close up some of 
fte gin 'and*be€fr ^ops ; it might help in other ways. But, 
to suddenly convert the British community, from « toping 
people into a sober ^>eople, is not in 'their power. €rovem- 
ment cannot say to a man 'I wiH not permit yon to touch 
beer, spirits, or wine, forth^ are not good for 70U ;' or, *•! 
win allow you btrt a moderate piortion of each ; ' it fe impos- 
Mble. ^xLiSh a change most eome from a man^s own ^dlf 
and heart." 

" Undoubted it must. Still, much might Ije done to- 
waiths it Tlie outward attractions of the gin^psilaces, their 
fioods^ df light, might be put down. 'Why should they dis- 
^fey ti nightly illumination, more than other trades^ If afi 
shops were like them, we should require no leftrei^t lamps. 
These flaring ^ei^Iilii^ents areihe worst tem|^tailihitLt» 
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poor, that ever were invented or permitted. It is all very 
plausible to say, man is a free agent, and need not enter 
them, unless he choose : but it is man's nature to yield to 
temptation, especially when it is thrown attractively in his 
way, as are these gin-palaces. I was in one last night, 
Temple." 
"Youl" 

" I, myself. I wanted to see a person on urgent business, 
and was told I might catch him there. I waited there for 
hours. And the scenes, I ^vitnessed, kept me awake all night. 
I never closed my eyes till daylight. Misery, misery, noth- 
ing but misery. There lies an awfiil responsibility for guilt, 
somewhere." 

" The question is, with whom does lie the responsibility," 
remarked Lord Temple. 

"It might do some good, Temple, if you would move 
that the House should cause a return to be made, for one 
whole year, of all the crimes, accidents, and offences, com- 
mitted by parties when under the influence of intoxication," 
said Arthur, after a pause. " It might be productive of more 
benefit than some of the parliamentary returns are, for I 
cannot but think it would startle the legislature into acting." 

** You should get one of the Commons to do that," laughed 
Lord Temple. " It is in their department." 

" If ever I enter Parliament, the prevalence of intemper- 
ance, and its possible remedy, shall be the first point to 
occupy my attention." 

" Do you think of entering it ? I wish you would." 

"The thought has crossed my mind at times," replied 
Arthur. " I may, some day : as you observe, of your rising 
in your place to astonish the peers. Have you learned yet 
to like the water?" 

"A long while ago. If you put water and wine before 
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me now, I would take^the former from preference. I did 
not like it at first, I thought I never should ; but, with the 
habit of drinking it, the liking came. I am sure, also, that 
my general health is better for it. I question whether I 
should have wholly recovered, had I taken again to stimu- 
lants ; perhaps might not have lived many months. And I 
will tell you another thing it is benefiting, and that's my 
pocket. I shall have my affairs straight in half the time 
that we looked for." 

" Have you seen Robert lately ? " 

"No. Isabel was wondering what had become of him. 
That was a mad trick of his, the selling out." 

** Yes it was," said Arthur, sadly. " We did not know of 
it at home. He is going all wrong, I fear." 

" I fear so, too," said Lord Temple. "Drink, again I" 

At this moment, Isabel came in, tossing an infant of nine 
or ten months old. There was no mistake about his being 
a beautiful child, with his mother's clear, intelligent eyes, 
and his father's refined mouth. His white frock was tied 
up with blue ribbons, and his little ^t arms were beating 
the air. 

"There, Arthur," said his mother to him, "go to your 
namesake, and uncle, and god-papa." 

Arthur Danesbury took him, awkwardly, it must be con- 
fessed, and little Master Arthur immediately rewarded him 
by seizing upon his whiskers. Arthur the elder cried out. 

" Give him back ; you are not a nurse at all," said Isabel, 
" you should see what a famous one Beginald is." 

" He has been in practice," said Arthur: " 1 have not." 

"Do you ever intend to be in practice?" upturned Isabel, 
in a graver tone, which bore its own meaning, whilst Lord 
Temple carried the child across the room, playing with him. 

" No one can answer for the future, Isabel." 
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ovaoe tkongiLt jmt ehoto oi. wife* wsonldl ^aU* upMi 

. ShaJi'Iwy?'' 

'♦If yoiiliise." 
" Mary Bfehar." 

A slight colour flnshed his face, fie did not apoifc; 
Waal riglrff or wrong, Arltar?^' (KmtuuteolLad^ Teoxpla 
Biglit : inasnmc^ as that, if I di^- mm^, I would 
prefer h^r to all the worid." 
" Does Mary know it ? " 
" Not from me — ^in a &eat maimer.*^ 
. *♦ Indicectiyv I presimieu MagF'I asky.^lliir^ why. you do 
not marry ?" 

^ I have hadltoo much anxiety and care upon ma to think 
seriously of it," }» said, in a low^ tmgi. ^'Mnd i do not 
know that I ooold affojod it/^ 

""WhatrAheexdjaoned.iaasto^^ '^lioiafit^dit?'' 
Thiiigs laxve been going biiokwaods wiiih us- akng wMh^ 
Isabel Not with ihe bnsineas; bait oarexpeaseft fame so 
increased. They are a. &arful drain.'' 

You mean the boys' expeiuws — Hbm eztraiMgaive ? " 

" Yes. Robert's have been — will not tell you whai? ; and 
William's and Lionel's; not despicable. Were I to iiiform 
my father now, that I had resolved to mairry,.! Gaacfii^y tttU 
you that he would have difiicu^^y iu Ending me a aoitablc 
allowance." 

But you are & partner. You have a share to. a eectaui 
extent," debated IsabeL 

But wh^ I had accumulated I Imve been obliged to put 
back into the business: we could not have carried it on 
without. And, fbr three years, I have not dr&wu my full 
share." 

" Is it possible ? Aiihur, you are sacBificing your prospects 

to the others.*' 
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" TikCffe ha* beea no help ibr it The lialnlHieB they in- 
curred in London had to he provdded tor, to arroid (fisgrace. 
Ify viait to towxt no?np is caosed hy — by an act of B^ert's " 
— he did not ohoose to. jspeak more explicitly — * which will 
cost us £1000." 

"How wrong! Iwr wicked of him 1 " 

" I would put XBp cABerMly with aS we hwre lost, if I 
eould but see them. lenounoe tiieir habit of dbinkihg. It 
gp»w« upon them alL** 

"All I Even upon WiUiaan?" 

"Yefi> upon "WHliaan. He was decidiBdIy bettter at the 
peiiod of hi& marriage, but he is relapsing again. Lionel is 
SQAch worsoi*' 

" What does- Mrs. Panesbury say to Idiis ? 

" She is bitter against William, but ever ready to i5nd ex- 
cuses for Eobert and Lionel; though William indulges, 
and has indulged, &r less than either of tiiem. I think this 
last exploit of Boberf s will startle her.^ 

" Why did he seH ;0u*, Acthur ? He never comes here." 

" We did not bear of it at Bastborough. I was going to 
i»kyou,Why?" 

" I donot know. He does not come here. A consi(lerabTe 
time ago he called, and was closeted with Reginald. I found 
afterwards he had come to bon'ow money.'* 

"Was it lent hun?" 

"Two hundred pounds. He has not been here since. 
Whart; is he going to do with himself? " 

"Lead an idle life at Eastborough, I expect. I have 
orders to carry liim down with me. He must be got a^\ay 
fiaom London, unkss we wish to be quite ruined." 

" Indeed I would not have him at Eastborough, were T 
papa," exclaimed Lady Temple. "He should be left to 
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himself, to take the consequences of his folly. Papa is not 
responsible for him, as if he were a boy." 

" The consequences might be more serious than you imag- 
ine, my dear," was the grave answer. " No: he must come 
home." 

" Does mamma make the evening home more cheerful?" 
• " Quite the contrary. I frequently sit in my own room, 
or go to Mrs. Philip Danesbury's : sometimes to William's." 

" How hard it must be for Lionel I You say he grows 
worse, instead of better. Does he mean to take his degree? " 

" Isabel, if he can only cure himself of his imhappy pro- 
pensity, he will do that, and every thing else that he oughtb 
His wishes to do right are sincere, and he is clever in his 
profession ; but he lets drink stupify away his time and his 
energies." 

" And what of William ? " 

" Well — hardly know what to tell you. We had great 
hopes that his marriage was to do wonders : and, both be- 
fore it and after it, he was quite steady. But latterly he 
has been out again in an evening, and has, to my knowledge, 
gone home intoxicated. It is a cruel thing, so to speak of 
two brothers, but I fear that Lionel is just now William's 
evil genius." 

" Lionel I In what way ? " 

" He is everlastingly after William ; enticing him out, and 
leading him to drink. As long as temptation is not thrown 
palpably in William's way, he keeps sober ; but, let any body 
urge it on him, and he succumbs. I do not believe^Villiam 
is 80 much a slave to liquor in itself, as to the inability to 
resist partaking of it, when set before him. Lionel, on the 
contrary, is a slave to it ; he loves it ; and there lies the 
difference between them." 
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•ii Why does not papa forbid Lionel to go after William ?" 

« My dear, they are no longer boys, that they can be con- 
trolled," replied Arthur, " they are men. My father has 
spoken to him, and urged it upon his good feeling not to 
induce William to drink. Mrs. Philip met Lionel last week, 
and gave him a sound chastisement, as far as her tongue 
could do it." 

" What did Lionel say ? " 

" Only laughed, in his easy, careless way, and said William 
was older than he, and it was hfurdly fair to blow him, Lionel, 
up, for William's mis-doings." 

" There is a good deal in that," mused IsabeL " William 
is the (slder of the two, and a married man. He ought to 
have the moral strength, to resist any temptation that Lionel 
could bring upon him." 

" Ought! there it all lies, Isabel. If we could but do as 
we ought, we should be good men. Lord Temple tells me 
that he still keeps to water : I think he is striving to do 
as he ought." 

" Oh yes, and he will do it," she said, with quiet happi- 
ness. " He ifi going the right way to work. He has found 
out WHEBE to look for help and str^gtii). That dreadful 
duel, which I really thought would have killed me at the 
time, has turned out to have been a blessing." 

"All things work together for good to them that love 
God," whispered Arthur, pressing his lips to her forehead. 
<^ Whatever sorrow may betide, remember that, my sister." 

No sorrow, such as that was, oan ever befall me again, 'with 
reference to my husband," she answered, the tears standing 
in her eyes. " I am quite certain that in conduct he will 
keep right now : I have a positive, inward conviction of it, 
and so has he. And if death were to come to him, though 
very grievous for us, and for me hardly to be borna^^sSofi?^*^ 
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only part in the sure hope of meeting and dwelling together 
hereafter. But oh, Arthur 1 that other death I when he was 
suddenly cut down in his sins 1 without having found Christ, 
or done a single thing to please God in all his life I I do 
believe it would have killed me, had he died. He has gone 
with me to the Communion table," she added, sinking her 
voice still lower. " Only think of that I And he never went 
before in all his life, save the Sunday after he was confirmed, 
and then, he says, he should have been better away, for he 
went through the ceremony, as a ceremony, entirely in a 
matter-of-course sort of way. I used to ask him to go with 
me after our marriage, when we were staying in Paris and 
attended the Ambassador's Chapel, and he would laugh and 
say he was not good enough. But he has been at last ; he 
went of his own accord, without my speaking of it ; and I 
can see that in time he will go regularly. It has made me 
BO happy, so thankful." 

"How much longer am I to. be nurse?" called out Lord 
Temple, from the opposite end of the room. 

Isabel laughed, " Why do you not bring him heTe, Regin- 
ald ? You have kept him, yourself." 

" But the youug Turk has got his eyes and hands on this 
shining curtain bracket. If I take him away, he may 
deafen Arthur's ears with screams ; and they are not used 
to the music" 

Isabel rose, and took the baby. But, if he had lost the 
curtain ornament, he had foimd his mother, and did not cry. 
She summoned the nurse, who carried away the child. 

"I need not ask if you intend to make him a water- 
drinker," said Arthur. 

** No, that you need not," heartily responded Lord Temple. 
" Neither he, nor any of his brothers and sisters who may 
come after him^ shall ever touch aught but water while I 
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control them. I don't know what they may do after- 
wards." 

" * Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he 
is old he will not depart from iV That was spoken by a 
wiser man than either you or I, Temple," said Arthur 
Danesbury. 

"Dinner, my lady," cried a servant, opening the door. 

" We dine early on Sundays," remarked the viscount, as 
he followed his wife and Arthur to the dining-room. " Isabel 
has got me into the habit, — and we find it to be a good one : 
more particularly as regards the convenience of the servants. 
But — ^talking about getting into good habits — do you know 
that St. Gteorge has become a water-drinker ?" 

"Has he? St, George 1" 

" He dined here a fortnight ago, and wine was placed on 
the table, as usual when we have any one with us, for I 
don't force my temperate habits upon my guests," continued 
Lord Temple. " But St. George said I might order the wiuQ 
off again ; he had given up drinking it." 

" Did he give his motive ?" 

'* Simply that — seeing so much evil arising from indul- 
gence in it, especially to yoimg men, he had come to the 
determination to banish wine and beer from his own table, 
before his children should grow up. Of course that could 
only be done by abjuring them himself j and he has 
done it." 

"And his wife also," added Isabel, 

Arthur looked up, amused. " His wife I Charlotte twed 
to say that she loved her wine, and could not live without 
her porter. She was unappeasably offended with me once, for 
telling her that it was the drinking porter made her so fat." 

" She did love her porter," resumed Isabel, "but she says 
she loves her children better, and therefore m'dk^<&>X:L<& 
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fioe : and a real sacrifice I can read^y imagine it to foe, to 

Charlotte." 

"Ah," interposed Lord Tj8mpl^ ''if pec^le Jvwe only 
brought up to drink water, as you two were, it in ^WaififiiB 
the world would know little of." 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Abthub took leave of Lord and Lady Temple at thii 
church door, as they were going in for evening service, and 
proceeded towards the Golden Eagle. The shops were 
closed, every shop he passed ; but the gin shops were open 
and lighted up, outside and in. Ought this to iie ? he said 
to himself: ought this marked distinction to be pevmitted? 
The shops closely shut, ini •accordance with our professed 
religion, and with God's commandment that the Sabbath 
shall not be desecrated, while these flaunting liquor pfdaoes, 
with their evil attractions, are staring boldly opeal He 
recalled to mind what had been said by his brotlher-iii4aw 
that day: that the legislature might do more to orusk — 
Arthur would have said, not encourage— thkc vioe, than th«y 
were doing. It was sdf-evident. 

He reached the Golden Eagle. One of the first objeots 
his eye encountered, on entering, was his brother Eobert, 
in a state of semi-stupidity. He had been sitting, with other 
tipplers, for the last two or three hours, ia the Gt>ldea 
Eagle's public parlour, and was now reeling out of it into 
the bar, on his way to quit the house, having drasfe 
awajr his money. Arthur went up to him, and laid his 
hand upon his shoulder*, aiid, p«ct\a\V^ votoxioated M Robert 
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wnSf he Was startled at the capture, and cowered visibly. 
He was dressed as Arthur had never yet seen him dressed : 
in a common grey suit of clothes ; not at all like a gentle- 
man's clothes, and not at all like Sunday ones. 

Arthur tucked his arm within his own, and led him out. 
The landlord followed: he had caught a word of the recog- 
nitioQi 

" Oh, sir," he said to Arthur Danesbury, " is he your 
brother?" 
"He is." 

" I couldn't have believed it.^ Why, sir, you and he are 
as opposite as light and dark." 

" Ay," returned Arthur ; " he has made a friend of wine ; 
1, of waiter. Good evening, my friend. I thank you for 
yoitt courtesy." 

"Sir, good evening to you," replied the landlord, and a 
bow of greater respect he had never made to any one. 

Where are you lodging ? " inquired Arthur of his brother. 

" It's — ^it's — not far/' hiccuped Robert. " 1 — can't take you 
there." 

"Why not?" 

"It's—if s a shabby place." 

** Ohi never mind that. I have come on purpose to see it. 
Is this the way ? Come, Robert." 

His tone was decisive, his manner commanding, and the 
poor half-witted man yielded to it like a child. He led the 
way to a dirty house in the vicinity of Tottenham-Court Road, 
the door of which stood open. Robert began stumbling up 
the dark staircase. 

" Can I get a light from any v/here ? " inquired Arthur, 
totally unable to see, and hesitating to follow him. 

" I — ^I've not got a light, Arthur. I've not had a light for 
four nights^ Once inside the room, the street lamp shines in." 
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Just then, the door of an apartment close to them, was 
opened, and a woman burst out of it, holding a candle. She 
looked up the stairs, contemptuously, at Robert. 

" So 1 you be in for it agam, be you 1 You swore last 
night as you had no money to pay me; you have got some 
it seems, to lay out in drink." 

" Will you oblige me by letting me have the use of a 
light?" cried Arthur to her, in his courteous way. 

The woman had not seen him, he had been in the shade 
cast by the open street door, and she turned round and 
stared at him. Her manner changed, and she dropped an 
involuntary curtsey. 

" Did you please to want anything, sir?" 

" I am with this gentleman." But Arthur Danesbuiy 
positively hesitated at the last word, so entirely unlike a 
gentleman was Robert, then. " We will borrow your light, 
if you please." 

" You are welcome, sir. 'Tain't as IVe objected to lend 
him lights, but I can't be always a supplying of himi, and 
not get paid. Candles he have had ; and three loaves, and 
a quarter of butter he have had ; and a go of brandy, as I 
sent for, for him, for he was a praying and crying for it, as 
if he'd die ; and two quarterns and a half of gin ; and a 
piece of soap ; and a tumbler and plate he broke— he can't 
deny as he have had 'em, and owes me for 'em." 

"How much is it in all?" inquired Arthur, putting his 
hand into his pocket. 

" Well, sir, I know it's as much as four shillings, but I 
can't reckon it up in my head, all m a moment. Oh, and 
there was the washing of his sheets ; I forgot thai. And 
there's the rent besides." 

" How much?" 

" Two weeks, sir, come to-morrow, at four-and-sixpenoe,. 
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making nine shillings. And if I says five for what he owes 
me, instead of four, I shan't be a gainer. A precious trouble 
my husband have had of him, in his drunken bouts I That 
*11 be fourteen shillings, sir, altogether." 

Arthur placed a sovereign in her hand. " Is any notice 
requisite ? because he will quit your house to-night." 

" No, sir," answered the woman, who appeared to be a 
sufficiently honest one, whatever may have been her faults 
of manner. *^ He gave me notice, a week ago, and though 
he was drunk when he said it, of course it was a notice. 
Six shillings : I'm afeared as Fve not enough change, sir, 
but I can run to the nearest public and get it." 

"No, do not run there. You may keep the six shil- 
lings, in recompense for any trouble he may have been to 
you." 

" Well, sir, there ain't many like you 1 " exclaimed the 
gratified woman, after a pause of astonishment, — " but you 
carries the gentleman in your face. Can I do anything else, 
sir? shall I run up and light a bit of fire in his grate : his 
room's chilly." 

" Oh no. I shall want a cab brought presently, if you 
have any one to send." 

" Plenty, sir, if you wanted a dozen." 

He took the candle from her hand, and followed Robert, 
who had disappeared up-stairs. An open door guided him 
to the chamber. A cold looking room it was, as the woman 
had said, and wretched enough. Bobert had thrown himself 
on the bed, hat on, and was already slumbering. Arthur 
knew him of old : that he had, naturally, a sullen temper. 
Perfectly sober, they might try in vain to extract from him 
particulars of his condition and doings, present and past ; 
the only plan was to take him now. When semi-intoxicated, 
Bobert was voluble, and would answer what was demanded 
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of him. Artlmr roused him np, and he sal on the side of 
the bed. 

Now, Itobert, I have a good deal to ask yon, and yon 
must answer me. Yon had brought sufficient tirouble and 
sorrow upcm us, without this last act, which I believe will be 
the moans of shortening your fiather's life. I speak of the 
forgery,'* he distinctly added. " Your forging our name, and 
getting a thousand pounds, and squandering it.'' 

Robert burst into tears ; a frequent habit of his, when in 
this state ; and howled and sobbed piteously. 

" There, that will do. How did you so cleverly imitate 
your father's signature ? " 

" I was at my wits* end for money," sobbed Kobert, " I 
was desperate. My father refused me more money, and I 
did not know what to do. If I could not have got money 
to meet some bills, just then, I must have shot myself." 

Arthur made no remonstrance to this. It would have 
been useless, in his present maudlin humour. ''Are there 
any more false bills out, purporting to be ours ? " 

" Not one. I swear it. Those three were aU. I never 
intended to rob my father," he went on, sobbing like a ehild. 
" I meant only to use the money in my exigency, and to 
take up the bills when they were due. I sold out to enable 
me to take them up. I did, Arthur." 

" Then why did you not take them up ? " 

"Ohl " howled Robert, "don't ask me." 

" But I do ask you, and I must have an answer. Do yon 
hear, Robert?" 

Robert sobbed away. "I went to — a — a place where 
they play, and I had it in my pocket, and I staked and lost 
it. I was drunk." 

" As you are now," Arthur could not help saying, with 
contempt in his tone. 
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" Andy since tkdn) I have been in hiding, afraid of your 
finding me : and afraid of some others finding me." 

" How did yon so cleverly contrive to imitate onr signa- 
ture, I asked ? " repeated Arthur. 

" Oh, I practised it. I wish I coidd pay you back, but 
I never shall. I have not a shilling, Arthur ; I have not a 
shilling or a shilling's worth left in the world ; and I am 
next to starving." 

Arthur looked round the room. It was devoid of luggage. 
" Where are your regimentals ? " he enquired. 

'^Sold." 

" And your boxes ? " 
"Sold." 

" And your ordinary clothes ? ** 
" Pawned." 
"YourUnen, then?" 
"Pawned." 

" Your watch. Is that gone ? " 
"Pawned." 

This id a pretty state of things," thought Arthur. " I 
wonder he 6Ad not pawn himself." Robert sniffed and 
sobbed, and wiped his face with the sheet. 

" Have you nothing but what you stand upright in ? Am 
I to understand that ? " 

" That's all." 

" You had a desk — ^you had many valuables, besides 
trifling articles : are they all parted with ? " 
"Pawned." 

" Where are the pawn tickets ? " 

" Sold." 

"Soldi" 

" Every one," sniffed Robert, m danger of choking. " I 
parted with the last to a fellow to-day, for half-a-crown* Oh, 
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I hope yon'll forgive me 1 I did mean to plaoe the money 
in Robarts's, to meet the bills. I hope you'll ask my 
father to forgive me 1 He will do anything you ask him, 
Arthur." 

" You are without money, without food, without clothes. 
Had I not come here, what would have become of you ? 
what should you have done to-morrow ? " 

" Drowned myself." 

Arthur paused. He was deliberating* 

" She's a horrid woman, that one down stairs," said Rob- 
ert, beginning to ramble on some domestic grievance. " Her 
name's Huff. She wouldn't make my bed, yesterday." 

Arthur went to the top of the stairs and, calling to the 
woman, requested her to get a cab. When it came, he 
turned to his brother. 

" Now, Robert, come down. You are sure you have no- 
thing to remove from here, but yourself?" 

" No. Where are you going to take me to ? " 

" Home." 

Robert started up. " Home 1 I won't go home. I won't, 
Arthur. How can you be so cruel? I will not face my 
father." 

" You would rather do that, than face the inside of New- 
gate," sternly returned Arthur. " It must be one, or the 
other, by your father's orders." 

" That woman won't let me go away. She's down stairs." 

" Yes she will ; and be glad to get rid of you," replied 
Arthur. He put Robert's hat on his head, and conveyed 
him down to the cab, Robert resisting as much as he dared. 
Mrs. Huff ofl&ciously lighted them There was some proba- 
bility that the public-house had been visited and the sovereign 
changed, for her face was flushed now, and she smelled of gin. 
Had those * palaces ' been closed to-night, as other shops 



A NICE YOUNG MAN. 



235 



are," thonglit Arthur to himself, " she could not have pro- 
cured it." 

" Where to, sir ? " asked the cabman, touching his hat. 
" Holbom," he said to the man. " I will direct you fur- 
ther, then." 

His present destination was the Queen's Hotel. Arrived 
there, he was somewhat puzzled : for he did not dare to 
leave Robert alone in the cab, lest he might attempt to 
escape. He caused a waiter to be called to him. 

" I cannot alight," he said to the man. " Go into my 
room, put my shaving tackle and other things in the port- 
manteau, and bring it down. And my bill with it. We are 
in a hurry." 

The waiter did as he was told. Arthur settled the bill, and 
ordered the driver to proceed to the railway station ; and, 
by the first train that started, he and the disgraced Kobert 
were being whirled to Eastborough. 

So Robert and Lionel Danesbury had returned to their 
father's home. Robert's disgraceful crime was not allowed 
to transpire beyond the family ; he was supplied with suit- 
able clothes, and it was supposed, by the neighbourhood, 
that he had only come home for a temporary sojourn. But 
that supposition was gradually dispelled. 

What was to become of Robert ? Who was to support 
him ? Was he to live like a gentleman at home, upon the 
labours of others ; or was he to go out into the world, and 
starve ? Of course there was but the first alternative. He 
was unfit for everything ; but, to keep him from idleness, or 
something worse, Mr. Danesbury assigned him some light 
employment in the works. Robert did not, for shame, ob- 
ject openly: he was conscious of his crime, and of the leniency 
which had been shown him : but, when with his choice com- 
panions — and he was not long in finding such — ^he complained 



236 



DANESBUBY HOUSE. 



in a higli and lofty strain, of the being forced to meddle-with 
" trade ; " of the degradation it was to him, Bobert Baaies- 
bury, ejL-lieutenant, an officer, and a gentleman 1 



CHAPTER XVm. 

Thb months and the years went on, and the names of 
the young Danesburys became a by -word in Eastborough. 
What was it that was blanching Mrs. Danesbury's cheeks, 
and rending their father's heart ? " The boys have become 
confirmed drunkards I " they whispered to each other. It 
was so. Not occasional ones, as was the case when Bobert 
first went home, but habitual Night by night, sometimes 
early, sometimes not till morning, they would reel home 
partially intoxicated, or be brought in, helpless. 

One day, a farmer, residing in the neighbourhood, met 
Thomas Harding, and stopped him. " What's going to be- 
come of those two young Danesburys?" abruptly inquired 
he. " They are carrying on their game." 

Thomas Harding, a hale old man now, shook his head. 
" It is a sad thing. Mr. Bobert never comes to the factory, 
and his father cannot get him to it." 

" I would not keep him at home in idleness," cried the 
farmer, indignantly. 

" Mr. Danesbury has no other resource. He cannot turn 
him out to beg, or starve." 

" Wouldn't I, though 1 He would look out for himself, 
if he were forced to it ; and he won't have his father always 
here. I should send him back to London, and let him shift 
for bimaeW^ 
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Thomas Harding was silent. He knew wliat few others 
did. 

" How mudi longer does Doctor Pratt int«Qd to keep on 
the other ? Mr. Lionel." 

**Keep him on I" echoed Thomas Harding. "He is a 
partner." 

"Well, it is Pratt's own look out," returned the farmer, 
" but if he retains Lionel Danesbury, he won't retain patients. 
Th« wife of our «arter, Ann Jones, was taken ill yesterday 
afternoon. Dr. Pratt had notice to attend her, and was 
asked to come himseK, for she was afraid of young Danes- 
bury, after what she saw of him when he came, half seas 
over, to that boy who was caught in the threshing madhine." 

" I heard of that," interrupted lliomas Harding. 

" So did all Bastborough, I should think : but let me go 
OR. Pi*att was «ent for yesterday, but he was out, and 
young Danesbury came. He was all right, they s^, except 
being a little shaky, and talked and cheered up Ann Jones 
so pleasantly, that she was pleased he had come, instead of 
the old gentlemsm." 

" I am glad he was ail right I " again interrupted T^iomas 
Harding. 

" Yen have not heard the end," said the former, signifi- 
cantly. " My wife had been in to see Aim Jones, and made 
her a present of a bottle of brandy, knowing it's sometimes 
wanted, and had drawn the cork, for the Jones's don't pos- 
sess a corkscrew, and had put it loosely in> and left the 
bottle on their kitchen mantleshelf. Ann Jones wasn't over 
quick, and Mr Lionel was sometimes in her room and some- 
times waiting in the kitchen. He spied out this brandy, and 
smd, to one of the women, that he would take a spoonful of 
it, for he was thirsty, and she brought him a glass andisome 
cold water, and left him. An hour, or so, passed: ^'Ofv^- 
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dered he did not come back to the patient, who was getting 
very bad, and one of them went to call him. There he was, 
lolling on the bench, as drunk as a lord, and the brandy 
bottle three parts empty." 

" Too far gone to be of use ? " uttered Thomas Harding. 

" Too far gone for anything. And who would trust to a 
drunken man? My wife happened to go there, just as they 
found him, and she ran home again, and sent a messenger 
tearing off for Mr. Pratt. The old doctor was at home 
then, and made haste, and was not a minute too soon. But, 
suppose he had not been found? the woman might have lost 
her life." 

" It is very distressing," exclaimed Thomas Harding. 

" It is what we cannot put up with," returned the farmer. 
" Much as we all respect Mr. Danesbury> we cannot be ex- 
pected to lose our lives at the pleasure of his son. So, in 
future, if old Dr. Pratt can't attend himself, when anybody's 
ill, we shall call in the opposition doctor. I would not trust 
a cut finger to Lionel Danesbury." 

The farmer's prophecy proved to be correct. Mr. Pratt was 
compelled to put away Lionel Danesbury. He dissolved the 
partnership, and took another gentleman in his place; so that 
Lionel, like Robert, was an idle vagabond on the face of the 
earth. Their evenings were, almost without exception, con- 
sumed in drinking, and their mornings were wasted in sleeping 
off the effects of the liquor. Their mother scolded, and im- 
plored, and wept ; and their father reasoned, and persuaded, 
and threatened by turns. As for them, they would promise 
amendment in the Ught of the mid-day sun, when their heads 
were racked with pain, and their hearts softened by contri- 
tion. Mr. Danesbury repeated to them the question of 
others — ^what would they be fit for, what would become of 
them, if they continued these courses? look at their already 
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elottded intellects and shaking frames ! He would ask how 
it was, that the dreadful habit was suffered to come upon 
them ; to grow to such a height. They would reply, and 
with truth, that they could not tell ; they never thought 
they were falling into habitual intemperance. 

No. Few do. For it is the most insinuating vice that 
exists : no other evil, whether of crime or failing, steals so 
unconsciously over the victim it is fastening on. To what 
can its stealthy steps be compared ? I am at a loss to say. 
Silently as the darkness covers the light at the close of day ; 
imperceptibly as appears the first glimmer of morning ; surely 
and quickly as winter succeeds to summer, and summer to 
winter ; or step by step, unexpectedly and subtly, as glides 
on the approach of death ? It is like unto all these ; yet un- 
like : for though the darkness of the coming night, the light 
of the early morning, the gliding away of the seasons, and 
the grasp of the grave are things not in our own hands, or 
under our own power, and we could no more alter their order 
of working, than we could alter the truths of Holy Writ; yet 
the other, the sin that creeps on us like unto these, is under 
our own control, and we might arrest its progress in the 
onset, and thrust it far away. 

Kobert and Lionel Danesbury could have done this. They 
would not now. Oh no : it was scarcely still in their power. 
So long as the cup of liquor could be obtained, they flew to 
It : they could not abstain : it was like the ignis fatum which 
allures a traveller to his destruction. A yearning for 
amendment would at chance periods come over them. They 
saw men around them, the playfellows of their childhood, 
the companions of their youth, who were fulfilling their ap- 
pointed duties in the world, honoured and respected: but 
they knew it would be as easy to turn the sun from its course^ 
as to turn them from the ruin they had entered upon* 
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They were not backward to declare that ihey would giv^ 
over these practices and become steady men. Their mother 
would, over and over again, put trust in their word, and pity 
them, and carry them tea, or a mess of broth to their rooms 
in a morning, and urge them to partake of it, to do theqi 
good." They did not turn angrily away from her, but they 
did from what she offered them — ^that was of op use to 
slak-e iheir thirst ; they must have something else. Steal- 
thily they would sup something else, of a different nature^ 
and go down stairs, and — stefdthily again, for they did not 
like their mother to see them drink it, in those moments of 
promised amendment — resort to the ale barrel, and eoa- 
sume long draughts of its contents. Ere half asL hour elapsed, 
-they would be as thirsty as before. A tumbler of brandy 
was what they longed for, but Mrs. Danesbury rigidly kept 
spirits and wine, now, under lock and key ; though ocoasionr 
ally they would smuggle a bottle in, and hide it in their 
bed-rooms. Failing brandy, they kept on at the ale, and, 
by the time evening came, where would be their good reso- 
lutions of the morning? Unheeded, uncared for : or, if thought 
of, Uieir physical and moral strength were not equal to carry 
them out, for the temptations of the public-houses, and &e 
fellowship of their boon companions were irresistible. 

Mr. and Mrs. Danesbury became old, and grey, and 
brok^ Mrs. Danesbury's very nature seemed changed. 
There was little anger or scolding now; tears in plenty, and 
midnight wailings. The dreadful habits, her two sons had 
fallen into, were no longer hidden from any ; th^ could not 
be; and she was often tempted to speak of them to the 
servants, or to friends. Speak she must, to some one, or 
her heart would break. 

Bitter, bitter repentance had taken hold of Mrs. Danes- 
buiy. Her grief had led her to the only sure fountain of 
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oonBolation, where she h^i. neyer gone in a right iwray before, 
an4 her heart was soft^ning^ and tilings were becoming clear 
to her. She looked bact^ on the past, and in her self-reproacli 
fdmo^t feared tha,t she could neyeor be forgiven. She had 
loved her children, been proud of them, been vain of them, 
had indulged the^i ifeprehensibly, ^yinked at their faults, 
joined them in deceiving their father in trifles, been anxious 
to fiyrtl^r l^eir worldly interest^. 3ut what else h^ she 
done ? Striven untiringly to lead them to God? — porrectecj 
:their /fnUings, trained them in strict habits of |e]pap^»nce| 
encouraged in theiin social virtues, shQwn thern their duties^ 
made |loc|k on home as the deforest spot on earth ? I^o ; 
she had ijiever 4one this. And, dreadful as were the present 
frpits, she Jknew that she was only reaping ^h^t she had 
)K>wn. Often rf^id often was the useless wish now wailed 
forth from her heart, that she had remained >iiss St. George, 
.or , else been a endless wife. 

But about this time there appeared to be a change for the 
Jbetter tftki^g place in ]LioAel. A little for the better: not 
mvicb. He less frequently forgot himself, came in earlier at 
night, and was more careful of his dress ; for both he and 
Bpbert had fallen into slatternly habits in that respect. The 
change was haUed with thankfulness by "Mfs, Panesbury, 
whp looked upon it as a precursor tp ^efo;rniation. The real 
cause, ^however, caqie to light. 

The inn chiefly irequented by Bobe:rt and Lionel was the 
^Vheatsheaf. It was kept by a man, nami^d Bing, and his 
wife, who had brought up their children in rathepr a superior 
manner.* There were three of them, daughters, showy girls 
too shpy^, .%e fath^ir thought, to w^it upon his custonaers, 
so two of them had been sent from .hpme to learn the dre^s- 
makipg ; the qther, Catherine, an exceedingly well-conduct- 
ed girl, remained :with her npiother. It began to be^rumoured 
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in EastboTOUgh, that Lionel Danesbury had latterly been seen 
walking with this girl : but; as Is often the case, the last 
person to suspect it was Mrs. Bing, until one evening a gossip 
went into the Wheatsheaf and asked her if she knew where 
Kate was. 

" She's up stairs," answered Mrs. Bing. " She went up 
after tea." 

"Did she?" quoth the visitor, in a significant tone: 
"She's not there now, at any rate. She's in the lane yonder, 
ia-walking with young Mr. Danesbury ; his arm round her 
waist, and her hand in his, as snug as two can be." 

"With young Mr. Danesbury I" uttered the mother, 
appalled at the news, and then taking refuge in disbelief. 
" Your eyes must have deceived you. Katherine would not 
be walking, like that, with a Danesbury, nor with anybody 
else. She is a properly brought-up girl." 

" Bless us, they are all alike. Girls are girls, and will 
have their sweethearts : and so did we, when we were young. 
But young Mr. Danesbury's not a suitable one for Kate 
Bing, and the town's talking about it. I said I knew you 
were not encouraging that.'* 

The visitor left, and Mrs. Bing went to the side door and 
looked out, full of trouble. She remembered that Kate had 
latterly spent a good portion of her evening time away from 
her presence, but she had suspected nothing. It was a bright 
night; and Mrs. Bing presently saw Kate come flying along, 
round the comer of the lane, her cheeks crimson and her 
eyes bright. 

" Where have you been ?" demanded Mrs. Bing. 

" I wanted a bit of ribbon, and I ran out to buy it," was 
the girl's evasive answer. 

" Now, if you tell me another word of untruth, I'll send 
jrou off to your grandmother's to-morrow, and you shall 
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never come back of one while," retorted Mrs. Bing. "You 
liave been walking in the lane with young Mr. Danes- 
bury." 

Katherine hung her head, and the crimson of her cheeks 
spread over her face and neck. 

" Katherine, Tiave you been walking with him ? " 

" Oh, mother," she answered, throwing herself into her 
mother's arms, and hiding her face upon her neck, " he is so 
fond of me 1 " 

Mrs. Bing's heart went pit-a-pat. "Which of them is 
it ? " she asked. " Mr. Bobert, or Mr. Lionel ? " 
"Mr. Lionel." 

" Child," she said, sitting down, " I had a great deal rather 
you had struck me a blow, than told me this." 

"Don't say so, mother. You would not, if you did but 
know the happiness it has brought to me 1 Everything io 
the world seems brighter and better since I had him to 
thmk of." 

" How long have you been intimate with him ? I mean 
intimate enough to walk with him." 
"Not long." 

" Is it a month ? Or two ?" 
"No, I don't know that it is." 

" Katherine," resumed Mrs. Bing, " it is just ruin, and 
nothing else." 

Katherine stood up, her eye indignant. "Mother I don't 
say such a thing of me 1 I don't deserve it. Mr. Lionel 
wants to marry me." 

"Marry the nonsense 1" contemptuously uttered Mrs. 
Bing. " A Danesbury marry one of you I You had better 
not let such a speech get to Mrs. Danesbury's ears ; she'd 
box yours. And if he did marry you, it would be ruin, for 
he IS a dreadful drinker. You know he is, Katherine," 



He is leaving it ofil He says iieflhaH ieavie i/k oSipiai^ 
and never take to it agiain." 

You leave off walking with him : that is all yon .aeed 
think about leaving off/' retorted Mrs. Bing* 

Katherine did not answer. SOub knew sbe imild hfffitk 
her promise if she g«?« it; for jdke had h&somfi 9(n»p|etely 
enthrallod by Lionel Dsnedmry. 

The news did reach the ears iof Mis. DaneslMiiyy 9«4 
taxed Lionel with it. He answered, in a someyrhat tSippaat 
manner — that he ^ould walk with «ny one he pleased* 

Your walkkxg with Bing's girl will lead iOiOP^gooA, V> 
you or to her," cried Mrs. Danesbury. YpU'Cmnotiiunk 
to disgrace yourself ami yonr £umly by marrying hw/' 

She is as good as I am," letuniedlafiii^ **iwki^<^ ^ 
walk wit^ or for a wife." 

Lionel," «temly interrupted his moibec, ^* let Hfi b9^^ W> 
more of this absnsdity. Bhe is not as.gofltd :as ypp 9ife, . and 
she is not a fit wife for you ; and were you to atoop to 
marry such aipemon, the daughter of a coiianoft pi4>lie*house 
keeper, you must give , up your &ioily»rf9r they mM apt 
recognise you afterwards. But, before you talk of noi^irFying 
any wife, just ask yourself how yoU)are ito j^p qa^. You 
are livings now upon us 1 " 

Lioncd stood by the window jufi Im mother Mked to himi 
drunmiing on one of its panes. He was stiU ^^^tlenwii^- 
looking in figure, more so Hian Bobert, for Rober:t{>j»d£ix>wn 
bloated, but his once clear ^es w^re clouded, ji^s^V^ ^xihm 
was gone, and his well-formed features wese ^uokesL ISo 
lack of talents or of intellect had been granted lo Lionel 
Danesbury, and how was he makijig use of ^thein-? 

« Who told you anything about my walking widi Kate 
Bing ? " he resumed. 

place is ringing witib it— and (^ryii^ ^fc«W 



^'TEetJl^wJb tftay 1^ swmllbwedr Let peopler mkid tkeir 
otm brxsiness : it'» fio ^no&m of thdrsw Here's my father 
coming in from the factory : Til make myself scafce^ or per- 
haps he will begin upon me/' 

Lionet jnlghl hafv* ^soken more civilly: but one great 
evil, in such training as "Mis, Danesbury's had been, is, that 
it ciiilsed chililreft to forget their veapect^ Ac he went out, 
Itr: Danesbury cd^ne m. 

^ Havt6 yott heard the fepoqrt about Lionel and that Bmg 
girl ? " Ifrd. Danesbuty immediaftely began^ 

^ I heard it some dAys ago." 

* Yotl mu^fr s^alc to him." 

" 1 did ipeak to him," Replied Mr. Banesbury. " But it 
appeanir that it has had no e£fect and the re{K)rt i^ that ke 
nieans to many her." 

" What in the world can possess him ? " utteted Mrs 
Panesbury, in consternation. " Is he mad ? " 

1 have hedird a curidnB version of what are sdd to be 
the ftLcfis/* ires^ined My. Danesbury. " You remember thai 
Lionel uted tO' be fttr erer with yoimg Laughton, the solicitor 
—who is ano^r one gossg the way of drink." 

" He has been tes# intkoAte with, hhth latteilj^" imarked 
Mrs. Danesbury. 

Lionel often Mw ptetQr Jane Laughter, he was- nearly 
ti^fs atnetej whetl pi*eseAtaU<, and it seems he had: growm 
very much attached to her. One day he told her so, afid ihe 
ilnfiWered him wil^ tin^dg«Ml seoin, reflecting on bis habits. 
Lionel was half mad. The next day he was told that Jatt» 
Lsiughton watf engaged to Thomas Boyd, and would be 
married dhOftly. l^e Wiw iti at th0 Wfaeataheaf, half tipsy,, 
when he heard it, and he swore a ftarful oath that he would 
xiiake an offer to the first girl he met, and be married before 
J ane Laughton. As he was leaving the Wheatsheai; hft m.Q!^ 



248 



DAKESBTTBT HOUSE. 



Bing's daughter coming in, and did make her an offer, and > 
since then he has been much with her ; and, tbey saj, jLntends 
to many her." 

" Where did you hear this ? " 

" From William. He got it, he says, from a sure sourcOi 
and thought it right to inform me." 

If Mr. and Mrs. Danesbury were indignant at this proposed 
(though, whether in jest or earnest, they could not diviue) 
marriage of LionePs, Bing and his wife were equally alarmed. 
However they might be impressed by the honour done their 
daughter in the notice of a Danesbury, the unfortunate habits 
of Lionel were too notorious to admit of any chance of com- 
fort for a wife. Kate was ordered to hold herself in readiness 
for a visit to her grandmother's ; a sharp, active woman still, 
who had eyes on all sides of her, where young girls were 
concerned, and farmed her late husband's bit of land just as 
well as he used to do. 

Bing resolved to take her himself, in the tax-cart " No 
girl of mine shan't tie herself to a lazy boozing vagabond of 
a gentleman," quoth he to some cronies, on the night previous 
to the expedition, " and that's what Mr. Lionel is : and I 
don't mean no offence to his respected father in saying it" 

" Nor to Mr. Arthur," chimed in one. 

" Nor to Mr. Arthur, nor to Mr. William," acquiesced the 
host. But as to the other two, they are no credit to any 
body." 

" Mr. William's not a saint, where a drop of good liquor's 
concerned. He don't spare it." 

" And why should he spare it?" cried the landlord, in- 
dignant at the insinuation. " He takes his glass with any 
gentleman, but he keeps himself cu a gentleman; he do. If 
the two young ones was like him, there would'nt be no need 
of calling out** 
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Bing might have spared the projectioii of his journey in 
the tax-cart, and his wife the trouble of writing to her mother, 
to tell her to expect Kate, and to " keep her up tight," for, 
when the morning rose, Kate was missing. Lionel Danes- 
bury was also missing : and, when the two came back to 
Eastborough, they were man and wife. 

Mrs. Danesbury's doors were haughtily closed against 
them ; but Mr. Danesbury, ever merciful, ever considerate to 
his erring children, who were fast breaking his heart, could 
not let Lionel starve; and he was established in a small 
cottage residence, to get what practice he might — ^Mr. Danes- 
bury being answerable for the rent, and allowing them 
twenty shillings a week to live upon. Kate's father was in- 
veterate, and would not notice her. 

" What a come down," quoth the gossips, " for one of the 
wealthy Danesburys I " 



CHAPTBB XIX. 

Did Lionel Danesbury amend his ways and drink less, now 
that he had assumed graver duties ? Surely this marriage 
of his, this settling in a home of his own, might have proved 
a turning point. It may be, that he did not strive to break 
through his disastrous habits, too conscious that they had be- 
come part and parcel of himself : or, it may be, that he 
strove to make the eflPort, and strove in vain. Whether he 
did, or not, will never be known now. Far from any amend- 
ment resulting, he grew worse than before, and it was a rare 
thing now, morning, noon, or night, for him to be seen en- 
tirely sober. As to Eobert — ^but the less that is said about 
him in detail, the better. 



As the montlis ^eht on, Hud this di^ge fat the woke 
appeared in Lionel, Mrs. Danesbtuj thot^M it best to pocket' 
her pride, and be i^neiled. She fSsuidied that her rex^ewed; 
favour and interooorse might be productive of dome good 
effect upon him. She neVer could be cordial hk wife ; 
not quite cordial; there must, and would, always- be a i^esefve^ 
in her manneis ad from a lady to an inferior. P6or &ktherme 
Danesbury waS sadly changed, her hopefiil visions of her 
husband's reformation were worde than not risalised. She* 
was an excellent wife to him, a slaive to him night and day, 
and Mr. Danesbury openly avowed his opinion, that she was 
a far better and more patient wife than Lionel desetv^ 

They had been married about ten months, when ofle' even- 
ing at dusk, Lionel's wife appeared at Dtoedbtuy douse, 
sorrow in her eye and suffering in het pale cheek. If she 
had come to tell of trouble, she had not chosen an opportune 
time, for Bobert had been causing an unpleasant scene. He 
had been demanding money of his father, and when Mr. 
Danesbury refused it, had broken out into a torrent of abuse, 
both of his father and mother, had dashed about the room, 
raving and swearing, and then rushed from the house. 
That he was sb overcome as not to be fully a^are of hii 
words, was no excuse. For the last three days, he had not 
been for one minute sober, and his actions had parliaken of 
insanity. They were ^tting on each side the fire. Mi; 
Mrs. Danesbury, and she was lamenting openly ; weeping 
bitterly : his sorrows were buried in silence, but they wdre^ 
eating away his very heartstrings. He was a( towering, uJk 
right man when you first saw him, never a finer main in East^ 
borough. Can it be, that the shrunken frame, obliged to be 
supported by a stick, when walking, the withered che^k, the 
bent back, are his? In so few years, can he thus have 
changed? It is not the years that have chftnged him, but 
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the sorrow tliey tdre ouglit Tbt Bdni Wertf tertf tor 
him in his manhood, and whom he loved as the lipple Of his 
eye, whom te fondly fostered, liberally educated, whomt he 
expected to be the comfof t of his- old agle, those soM have' 
heaped shame and sadness up6n Him; they are i^nderi^g his 
days a scene of strife and'wretdhedn'^s, iknd are eontribiltibg^ 
to bring ttiem to a close, tt WU^ Itos, aA- Itt, and Mrs.> 
Danesbury were sitting theM, dhewing the" Bitter end of Uii- 
availing grief, thui a serviant dp^ned the* do^'ftiid nshered m 
Lionel's wife. 

" Well, Katherine,*^ cried Mr. li^liesbnry, arf hepointied to 
a chair beside him, and tliere was a; p'&inflil aiht)tint' of siui- 
ness and suffering in his 8tib<iuied tbtfe, **^y6Ti }66k as- if you 
had something Bad to telL^ 

Katherine strove to speak, but, itftet ^ minute's struggle 
with herself, burst into tears. Sk^ hu^ eoni6 todisdos& a 
pitiful tale, and she was grieved and ashamed to be obEgied 
to do it Mr. Danesbury had given her th'6* money for the 
rent, quarter by quarter — ^{hr6e cjil^tft^l's tioW— for hii^ jiay- 
ments were always made to her, trot td hi^ s6h. She had 
handed it promptly to Lionel, whd ioA afways takto it, as 
she believed, to the landlord. It iuttlefd out, nbn^, that he* 
had never taken it, but had gone so perpetuafly With es!cttees, 
that the landlord, tired out, had that dity piit a ttiati inr 
possession. 

"I am so ashamed to come, sir,*' ^ie' sobbdd, "and tell 
you such a thing as this, after all your kfndness* to tis. I 
went to try and get it from my mother, but I find she is 
gone out for a few days. And he has been so ^IcitedeVet since 
the man came in, that I'lh sure he itfust be gdt chit^ tb-nfight. 
He seems on the eve " — she lowered her voioe^" of another 
of those dreadful attacks. His wrists and rotmd his eyes 
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are tnrning red, and his knees are shaking, and he is fancy- 
ing he sees things." 

" I gave the rent to you, Katherine," said Mr. Danesbnry. 
" You should have paid it, yourself." 

But, sir, he took it from me each time and said he would 
go up and pay it, and I never thought but what he did. He 
went out to do it, and came back and said he had. I asked 
him one day for the receipts, and he replied that he had 
given them to you. How could I suspect anything wrong?" 

" I suppose he spent it on his drink." 

" I suppose he did," she sobbed. " He has taken such a 
horror of this man, who is put in, that it terrifies me. 
When these attacks are coming on, he is not sane, and he 
might spring upon him and kill him. I did not know what to be 
at, sir. I was unwilling to come here to ask for the money; 
but Lionel raved out to me to come. I whispered to the 
man to be upon his guard." 

" Swore at you, I suppose, Katherine." 

" Oh, sir — ^but it is only when he is like this, that he 
swears. He is kind and good when he is well." 

" Katherine," resumed Mr. Danesbury, sinking his voice, 
" I heard that he struck you this week. Was it so ?" 

She shivered, and sobbed out a faltering excuse for Lionel 
— ^that he was " quite gone," and did not know what he did. 
" If he would but keep from drink I " she moaned, ** if he 
would but keep from diinki This week he has taken 
enough to kill him." 

Mrs. Danesbury listened, and a cold shiver passed over 
her frame, a sickness seized upon her breaking heart. 
" Oh ! " she cried out in her anguish, " what infatuation is it 
that possesses my children ? " 

What could Mr. Dauesbury do, but relieve LioneFs house 
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of its encumbrance ? He wrote a word to the landlord, and the 
man was instantly withdrawn. But that same night, Lionel 
had to be watched by two men, in his dangerous delirium. 

Mrs. Danesbury retired to rest, but not to sleep. Bobert 
had come in, and was wandering about the house, pacing up 
and down the stairs incessantly, his mind unconscious ; it 
appeared more with madness than with wine. What a sound 
for a mother I Mrs. Danesbury had not been to her children 
all that she might have been, but her affection for them, at 
least, was powerful She had started from some troubled 
dream in their infancy, and rushed to their cradles, and 
thanked Otod that they were safe. Now she started from 
her bed more frequently, not at the imaginary terrors of a 
dream, but at the bitter stings of waking reality. At length 
the noise ceased, Bobert subsided into his room, and his 
mother sank to sleep. She was awake again with the first 
grey streak of dawn that glimmered in the east, awake to 
the new day and the pain it brought. Oh, the anguish of 
that first awaking, when a heavy weight lies upon the con- 
science or the heart I Trouble may oppress in the day; 
suspense, perplexity, care, may render the pillow sleepless in 
the night ; but it is as nothing, compared with the hideous 
reality, the lively anguish that rushes then over the spirit. 

The terrible reality, stem, appalling, intense, rushed over 
the brain of Mrs. Danesbury, and 'she sprang from her bed 
with a suppressed cry, and paced the cold room with her 
hands to her temples, wondering that her senses did not 
quite leave her in these dreaded moments. There was no 
help on earth, and she sank on her knees and prayed that 
her sons' infatuating sin might yet be conquered; that it 
might not have laid hold of them past redemption. And yet^ 
she had so prayed for years, and amendment hnd not ccme 
to them ; and she prayed as one who had no hope. 
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"Sir, Ibid Ai^: Dttn^sbtuy r<Me tfer tumd, find tffter Itti^^ 
fkst the fonoMr went t& the f(lctoiy< Me etfme bicto 
about mid-day, too Hi t6 go out dga&L Ixt to iMri^ 
noon he Was c^6i1ng <5yer 1^ fire in life diBteg.focitny 
for he felt if^ering' and dilU, wMeo- SkAwcl' esnw in^ 
his dress loose, and hiij giiit slouchtog. ThonghHit^ o*(Aobk^ 
it was his first apip^AraMtt that day^ His efm vm^ Uood* 
dhot, and his ebnntenaMd bore the mtfrhs of his evil lifej 
His clippers Were down at heel^ his coa^ and tom, bis 
pantaloons unbtiiced, and he had no coUIbi' on. Mr. D«m»J 
haty looked np, and then averted hid eyes with A suppraned 
groan. Bobert hdld kis hat, which he httd carried ob fab 
head into his dhanoiber the previous night*,' he wm 9Ml&jed 
to placer it on the table, but his hand ShoolU, and it slipped 
on the fLodft: Mrs. Danesbury, Httle less shsiciDg Htm ke$ 
Stooped atod picked it up agdn. Tet Bobert was sober then; 
perfectly sober ; the drams he had bedn otyliged to tdke^ ert 
he could dress himself, not affecfting him. 

He was sd^wing hi& courage up to tell of his MLik, Told 
they must be. In his excited tBtood of 'ftie preri^msniglity ha 
had demanded mon^ ; it was How his task to tell foietty 
why it must be supplied him. Be had again got iMfo debti 
for the t^ird 6r fourth time fAtite h» came hoikiai and had 
dfAwn liabilities uponi himself which muM be dw^flrged^ or 
he dragged off to the county jail 

'<Totf harrsbrofighknietoth^ v«rge of mitt/' giHq>edMk 
Danesbury, as he listened, **do you Want to o6ni|»l0(e il f 
It is not e%ht months since I paid yot«^ dc^ts* Then, tlim 
wact nothing but a jail before you, and I sared yoa firmn itk." 

Robert sat by, pefdtent and ill ^ he alwafys folt pemtent 
and ill when he was quite sober. He had nothing to ananren 
How many times have I paid your debts sinoeyoiftrBtamed 
irom London?^ prooeeded Mr. Danisbuiy. ^liot one ahiU 



Ung of them ImmI ycntoKf oaune taeontr^ct* Ton b|iTe« good 
home hate, witii enrerj thing yp« icaii roqiuur^, wd you hare 
(ft irifliB ^ spend. What other father would ko^p you in idle- 
Beat? Tou faanre flquaudered the HKwey that I worjked hard 
Ibr. What ^wiH you do ?^hen I am <g(^e ? " 

Bohect hadiMen, aod vow stood leamug <m the inantle- 
pieee. He waa intont on prooori^g whait h» wmUif M^ he 
hegtax to offer jome Attempt at esteuse* 

I tfannot pay aw^ n^uoh iDore^'' returned Hr. P^ojeph^ry. 
^ I leill not completely anj^le the bu^ioe^a, §o th^ Arthur > 
fiikall ibe junable to carry it on^ and be left :withput:ceisoiiroes. 
Kb ; i haTe sacrificed cuough to you and Lionel, but I wiU;Qot 
entirely sacrifice your eldest brother, fwhfi J»V0r gave .me 
iKmr'e grief in his life.^ 

And for William also, as well as for him and Xj^oneij" 
•aomewhait sharply put in Mrs. Danesbnry. 

■** Bather would I let poverty xai want come f9^pm me, 
'^an min Arthur/' proceeded the iOld man. He has made 
tmparatteled sacrifices for yon, of his xrm kind will. He is 
J9k brother in a thousand. How BMioh is 'this moneyi lth»t ypu 
•reliable fort" 

It's^'is ahout two hundred ponvds/' hesyw^ Spber.t, 
ashamed of the oonfessioD. Xt is no t m 

Two hundred pounds 1 interrupt lii; JDianesbury. 
'** What luM« you been doing, to owe all ithati? i ;wUl not 
ind it," he«ternly added, ^* I canaot Aadit l^ou are rieduc- 
•ing me ^ dirtress, air, /with your wiefcedhabits. WonU yxm 
wish your mother, there, to>end her dftys;in ^he wor^bpuae ? 
¥oT myself,'' he continued, lus ^ woaca hrolw wi^i emotion, 
^* I shall aot >loBg lroid>Ie any lef ^nm, laBdlmiediQit.hoiw 
•soon it inay pleaseihe Ahnighly 4o tramoYie me^firoqi A jwerld» 
which has been productive to me of so much snflfesisg." 
Mrs. Daaesbury fpvend her jQuse. .Kc Pweibuiy 
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gradually cliaiiged his tone : his spirit was broken, his heart 
breaking) and he conld not keep np anger long. He showed 
Bobert how impossible it was that he could continue to sup- 
ply means for this ruinous expenditure, and he enlarged 
upon his blamable course of life ; the sin he was guilty of 
towards his parents, towards himself, and the fax deeper sin 
he was guilty of, towards GkxL Bobert listened till he fell 
into a contrite spirit, and presently he burst into tears, 
openly lamented his conduct, and promised to amend. His 
brain was whirling, his health and strength were shattered, 
and he cried as he had cried that night in London to Arthur, 
when he was in a maudlin state. His father and mother 
seized upon the moment to implore him to reform, and 
Robert solemnly promised. He meant it, poor deluded man, 
the sin of his daily life was pressing heavily upon his con- 
science ; and, what with his sinking body and sinking spirits, 
it was impossible for any poor creature to feel more wretched. 
Mr. Danesbury would not advance the money which Bobert 
demanded, he was firm in that, but he said the liabilities 
might be brought under his examination, and he would see 
if any arrangement could be effected, towards paying them 
off by degrees, so as to release Bobert from present fears. 
But he would only do this, on condition that Bobert entered 
into no further debts. 

With this conciliation, Bobert was obliged to content him- 
self, and very kind and fair it was ; but, the truth was, he 
wanted to get the money into his own fingers. He left the 
room, too physically miserable to stay in it ; and what remedy 
did he resort to, to cheer himself? He went back to his 
bed-room, where he regularly kept spirits concealed now, and 
pouncing upon the brandy-bottle, poured out a tumbkrfuli 
and drank it. 

Do not ask where his promises of good resolution flew to. 
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He did not stop at that little light draught; it was not 
enough for him ; and at the customar j evening honr, having 
set his dress to rights, he slunk out, rather worse than usual 
for what he had taken. 

His parents— oh, have pity for them! — ^remained alone, 
scarcely interchanging a word with each other, hut silently 
nursing their misery, a misery that would never be lightened 
in this world. 

It happened that Arthur had gone to spend that evening 
with his brother William. The clock struck ten, and Mrs. 
Danesbury retired, and for a few minutes Mr. Danesbury 
was alone. His head leaned on his hands, and he sat gazing 
abstractedly on the fire : he was thinking what a mercy it 
would have been, had God seen fit to remove his two young- 
est boys in their infancy. Suddenly he heard the latch key 
turn in the front door, turn and turn, as if he who held it 
were not in a state of competency ; but, at length, it was 
pushed open with a burst, and Robert staggered across the 
hall, and came into the room. He reeled up to his father, 
his hair hanging about his countenance, and his attitude 
menacing. His words were indistinct, but, so far as Mr. 
Danesbury could gather, they were a demand for money. 

Are these your promises of amendment, Robert? Go to 
your room ; go to your room, sir, and do not speak to me 
again, until you are in a better state." 

^^I must and I will have money," screamed Robert. 
"What right have you to deny it to me? I will have it, I 
tell you." 

Mr. Danesbury rose from his seat, with dignity. "I 
do possess the right to deny it," he sadly answered, " and, 
would that I had exercised that right, years ago, my sons 
might have been more dutiful sons now." 

He knew not what he did, it is to be hoped he knew not, 
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that lost young man, for he curied his father with a loud sani 
^ievous curse, and dealt him a blow on the temple. Mr. 
Danesbujy fell to the gjroi^id, ji^t ^ Mrs. iDamesb>ur7p hc^ 
fears ever on the alert, ran in. She fiew to h^ husband, 
•she pushed Bobert from her, she reprpached h^m jiiarshlj in 
her shock of grief. He stpod there raving, ^nd i^ypking 
imprecations onher, his i|iQt)|ier ; apd then, with a shput and 
a crash, he swept the ornaments off the mantle-pieoe. 

In rushed a man servant, followed by Arthur, who had 
come home just in time to hear tbe noise. Arthur laid his 
powerful grasp upon the madman, wil^lst the man raised Mr. 
Danesbury to his diair. Mr» Paneshury's temple was bleed- 
ing, for it had struck against the fendjer, as he fell; and; as 
Mrs. Danesbury bathed it with water, ahe whispered to him, 
through her tears, not to be hacsh ynth t)ieir ppor o^staken 
boy. 

flaa*8h with him, no I " wailed Mr. :I)a];i0sbui7; Outlet him 
take all, let him tumitiiem out of hpui^ and Jtipqiei, rather 
than they should be cursed in timr p^d jEige by tjie phild to 
whom they had given birth I 

Arthur and the man got Robert ito his i:di^mber, and un- 
dressed him, and placed him in bed* )Biat there was .no rest 
for the house that night, for he was out of his apartment 
again, as on the preceding one, :St^k(piig about, like a 
restless spirit, from room to room, mi up tbe i^taii^s and 
down. His state was .akin to madness : they po^uld no jiothing 
with him ; even his father, forgetting t}^ ou^^^y went to 
beg him to be composed and to go to rest. All in ; and 
shouting, singing, laughing, and raving, he tore ||boi;it till 
morning, Arthur .and the servant watching him, ,to pire^vent 
mischid*. 

By the usual hour of the household's ruling, he was par- 
tially sobered, but the symptoms of insanity h.upg abc(iitjbim. 
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His mother went to him once more, to coax, beg, intreat him 
to lie down and try and get some sleep. Yes, he would, he 
answered ; and then he laid hold of her hands, and, melting 
into tears, whispered his contrition for what he did on the 
previous night. " Mother, I was mad with drink, I was 
mad with drink ! Will you and my father forgive me ? " 

** Yes, yes, dear," she answered, " It is all forgiven : you 
were not conscious of your actions. Only go to bed quietly, 
and get to sleep. I will take you." 

She passed on to his chamber, and he docilely followed her, 
muttering still, "I was mad with drink," and some other 
words which she could not catch, about the burthen of his 
bitter life. 

He lay down quietly and they left the room, Arthur re- 
maining for some moments to listen at the door. But it 
appeared that he did not move. Presently Arthur cautiously 
looked in. He was lying on the bed, with his eyes wide 
open. 

" Did you call, Robert? " asked his brother, by way ox 
excuse. " Do you want anything ? " 
" No. I^m going to get some sleep." 
" Ay, do. It will do you good." 

Arthur closed the door. Mrs. Danesbury was standing 
just outside her own chamber, and beckoned to him." 

Arthur," she whispered, " it appears to me that he is 
MOYse than I ever saw him : in a more strange sort of way. 
I think Dr. Pratt had better come and look at hini." 

" I am going for him now," replied Arthur. " If Robert 
cannot get to sleep, he will have an attack similar to 
Lioners." 

Mrs. Danesbury stole on tiptoe once or twice to the room- 
door, but all was quiet within, and she hoped he was sleeping. 
In a short time Arthur returned with the surgeon. Mrs>. 
S 
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Danesbury enquired if he had seen Lionel that morning ; if 
ha knew how he was* 

" Yes, Lionel is better," i-eplied Mr. Pratt He will, got 
over this bout But if he," nodding his head in the direction 
of Boberf s chamber, is in for it, we shall have some trouble. 
Lionel has made free enough, in all conscience, but he has 
made worse. To think of the evils wrought in this world by 
the influence of drink I " uttered the old gentleman, who bore 
the appearance of a man of care. " My only son an alien 
from me I and yours more trouble than if they were aliens." 

He had gradually advanced to Robert's door as he spoke, 
opened it, and partially entered. But he drew back with a 
suppressed, hasty movement, closed the door, and kept the 
handle of it in his hand. Arthur and Mrs. Danesbury had 
followed him. 

" Will you get me some vinegar," he said to the latter. 
" Get it, and bring it yourself; there's a good lady." 

As she turned away, Mr. Pratt looked at Arthur with a 
horror-stricken face. " I have sent her off pm^posely," ho 
whispered. "I saw the inside of this chamber when I 
oiDcned the door : it was no sight for any woman ; least of 
all, a mother. Can you bear it ? " 

A suspicion of his meaning dawned on the mind of 
Arthur Danesbury. " What has he done ? *' he asked with 
blanched lips. " Surely he has not injured himself! " 

"He has committed suicide," was the dread whisper. 
" May the Lord have mercy on his soul I " 

They went in, Arthur nerving himself to it The ill-fated 
maniac — let us call him so ! — was lying on the bed in a pool 
of blood, the razor clasped in his right hand. He was not 
dead ; but ere the lapse of many minutes ho would no longer 
be numbered amongst the living. 

Arthur wont outside, awake, oven in his despair and 
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honor, to the hmnuiity of keeping Mrs. DaneBbitrj from 
room. She was ooioiiig along the corridor with ^e vmegkr 
crael in her hand. In spite of his efibrts, he could net recall 
the colour to his foce. 

" Thank you," he said, offering to take it from her. 

" No : I will go in with it myself," replied Mrs. Danesbiiry. 

" Dr. Pratt — Dr. Pratt does not wish any one to go in," 
rejoined Arthur. 

"Bnt I will go in. Why should I be kept out? Why 
are yon looking so strange, so seared, Arthur? 1 " sK(; 
screamed, a fear flaslHng across her, like lightning, " what 
has happened ? What is amiss with my boy ? " 

She had the strength of a desperate woman, and struggled 
with him. He soothingly stroye to lead her away, but she 
suddenly raised her foot and kicked open the door, and the 
»cene within was disdosed to her. A long shrill shriek rang 
through the house, and she fell back into Arthur's arms. It 
brought Mr. Dancsbury out of his bed-room; and the fright- 
ened servants came running up. 

What expression of horror was it, that gleamed from the 
dying man's eye, as he grasped the wrists of his father? 
Could it be, that the accomplishment of his crime, or tht; 
close approach of death, had restored his powers of mind 
and memory? He appeared as conscious as he ever wms 
before the fatal habit grew upon him; there was no pistak- 
ing the clear, sane expression of the eye. Who can imagine 
the awful tortures that were rending his soul? I once read 
of a drowning man, who testified, after his rescue, that in 
the moment when his strength was yielding to the waves, 
all the whole history of his past life rose up before him; its 
evil thoughts, its unholy actions, all were clear to his mind, 
like the scenes in a phantasmagoria. Could it be, that the 
snmc strange renovation of memory had been opened to 
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Kobert Danesbury ? Will it, when our spirit is about to 
quit its earthly tenement, open to all of us ? Who does not 
remember those two lines of Hood's in that beautiful poem, 
with its warning lesson, " The Lady's Dream?" 

" Woe, woe for me, if the past should be 
Thus present when I die 1 " 

That Kobert Danesbury's intellects were clear and sane in 
those, his dying moments, was indisputable. He saw now 
all the inexpiable guilt of his past life : the talents he had 
misused, the parents whose hearts he had broken, the 
Heaven he had deserted. As a single star to the coimtless 
myriads that inhabit space, as a drop of dew to the wide seas, 
was the little span of existence appointed him here, com- 
pared with the never-ending life hereafter ; yet he had not 
attempted to perform its poor, simple duties, to himself, to 
the world, or to his Creator. A little self-denial, a little 
strife and perseverance, a little help from above, and the 
victory would have been his. He saw it all now ; but he 
had chosen to abandon his powers, both of mind and body, 
to the pursuit of a degrading vice, and at last he had rashly 
and impiously taken the life that was not his to take, and 
was wmging his flight to the awful bar of an offended God. 
Flying swiftly to the unknown, darksome valley of the 
Shadow of Death, without hope, and without a comforter ; 
for the merciful promise of the Saviour, to come again and 
guide his redeemed to Him, could not apply to him now : 
he had thrown away his Saviour when he threw away the 
life that was not his to take. And so, amid piercing throes 
and mental torments, amid ineffectual efforts to give utter- 
ance to his remorse and anguish, he wnmg his father's 
hands with a sharp pressure, and with a last, wild cry, the 
spirit of Bobert Danesbury passed away for ever. 
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" Oh, my son Robert," wailed out his anguished father, as 
did David of old. " My son, my son I would God I had died 
for thee, oh, Robert, my son, my son ! " 



CHAPTER XX. 

It was autumn weather, and unusually cold; but the glow 
of a cheerful fire diffused its pleasant warmth over a commo- 
dious bed-chamber, and the gale outside was not felt within. 
A lady, young and fair, lay there on a sofa, her dark eyes 
were bent on the fire, as they had been for the last half hour, 
as if she were in a reverie ; and it would seem that it was 
not a pleasant one, for a contraction of pain flitted, ever and 
anon, over her brow. It was Anna Danesbury, William's 
wife. 

• In the adjoining room, the door opening between them, 
sat a woman before another fire, nursing an infant. It was 
three weeks old; and very precious was the little life to its 
mother, for she had not before had a child to live. Suddenly 
a visitor's knock resounded through the house, and the 
nurse arose, laid down the little bundle of flannel, and en- 
tered her mistress's chamber. 

" Of course, ma'am, you will not see visitors this after- 
noon," she said, in a half remonstrating, half authoritative 
tone. " You are not strong enough for it." 

Mrs. William Danesbury cleared her brow and looked up. 
" I suppose not, nurse. And yet it seems to me that they 
could not do me much harm." 

But, instead of visitors, it pr6ved to be Mrs. Philip Danes- 
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bury, wbo Vis& scarcely regarded in the Ught of eae. She 
liftd been out for some weeks with her niece. Miss Hebec 

" Why did Mary not come with you ? " demanded ike 
invalid, as her aunt embraced her. 

" Because I feared there might be too much chattering," 
replied Mrs. Philip. " I heard you were not so well as you 
might be. Mary will come and see you to-morrow. What 
has been the matter with you, my dear ? Baby three weeks 
old, and you lying here ! " 

Anna did not answer at first. " I have had so much fever," 
slie slowly said. Aunt, I have wanted you at home.'' 

My dear, I did hope and intend to be bMk before yenr 
iHness, but " 

" Not for that," interrupted Anna. " I did very well 
witibout you. Aunt," she repeated, in a whkper oi emotkm, 
her trembJing hands seizing those of Mrs. Phflip DaneBbtiry, 

my husband is going all wrong. It is that whidi makes 
me in." 

" Is he worse ? " 
A great deal. Some one or other is always calfing, to 
induce him to go out in the evening. Sometimes it is 
Laughton, sometimes it is Lionel — ^when Lionel is in a fit 
state to eall for any one — sometimes it's others. Not ob» 
night since baby was bom, has he been in until the piifalio* 
houses were closed ; and almost always in a state that he 
cannot come to my room, to say 'Good Night.' Here I lie 
listening for him, waiting for him, unable to get to sleeps and 
when I hear him, he is not well enough to come and speak 
to me." 

I am truly grieved to hear this," exdaimed Mxa. Philip 
Danesbury. " But do not talk of it now, Anna." 

I must talk of it," she vehemently answerad, n^iflst a 
buraing, hectic spot appeared <» her ehe^. ^ Aunt, Ihave 
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not spoken of it, and tlie silence is preying iipon me : to tell 
you will be aTeHef." 

" I thought William's resolutions were so good I" kmented 
Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 

^< He does make good resolutions, and sometimes he Avill 
keep them for ever so long. And then again, he brei^ out, 
:md for several days w31 not be sobor. Did yon hear about 
the loss at the works, aunt?" she addad, dropping hervoieo. 

"No." 

" It was all through William. -Something in the making 
of the machinery. I do not understand it ; for, Mrs. Danes- 
bury, who told me, did not enter into details — perhaps she 
tlid not know them herself — and I was too much annoyed to 
inquire. But it seems they had a great deal of valuable 
work in process, and William went in one day in an incapa- 
ble state, gave wxcmg orders, and it was spoiled. The loss 
was some hundreds of pounds." 

"Poor Mr. Danesbuiy! poor Mr. Danesbury 1" utteved 
Mrs. Philip. " What aons I When will his caMS end ? " 

"William came borne, almost like a madman. He was 
sobered then, and knew the mischief he had caused. I never 
saw him so cut-up, so fidl of sorrow. I inquired what was 
amiss, but he would not tell me." 

" And I suppose he drank more to drown it." 

" No, indeed, aunt. He did not touch a drop of anything 
for days afterwards. He is full of good hopes and resolves, 
if he had but strength to keep them." 

" Do you know how .the poor old gentleman is, Anna?** 

** Much the same, I believe. He was here on Sunday, and 
I could scarcely ke^ my eyes from him, he looks so bnten 
with care : every time I see him it strikes me mcfre foroibty . 
Mrs. Danesbury is ill now. You are aware, pediaps, that 
the influenza has faraken out at Eastborou^.?" 
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' "It was the first news one of the servants received us with, 
when we reached home to-day. She said it was raging 
badly, and two or three had died. I told her she was a Job's 
comforter, to give us that, for welcome." 

" Mrs. Danesbury was attacked with it some days ago," 
retiuned Anna, " and I hear she is very ilL" 

" She has never got over the shock of Robert's death last 
spring," observed Mrs. Philip Danesbury. 

Anna clasped her hands together, as if her emotions were 
too much for her. " Aunt, when I think of Robert's fate, of 
Lionel's certain death — " 

"Lionel is no better, I fear?" interrupted. Mrs. Philip 
Danesbury. 

. " Better 1 " ejaculated Anna. " He cannot live long, as he 
goes on now ; or, if he does live, he will become insane. 
Mr. Pratt says his brain is softening rapidly. When I dwell 
upon Lionel's state, upon Robert's dreadful death, and re- 
member that William may come to the same, ray senses 
seem as though they would desert me." 

"Now, do you know what?" exclaimed Mrs. Philip, in 
the peremptory tone we use to an offending child; " if you 
say another word upon this topic, I shall be gone. You arc 
doing yourself incalculable harm." 

" I am always dwelling upon it," was Anna's answer : 
"how can I help it?" 

. " You must try and help it. You will never get strong, if 
you don't," replied Mrs. Philip ; " nothing retards recovery 
so much as brooding over ills, real or imaginary." 

She was resolute not to permit it, and Anna, perforce, was 
silent, and presently dropped into a doze. Mrs. Philip took 
the opportunity to leave, telling the nurse she would look 
in again in the evening. 

William Danesbury came home at tea-time, and ran up to 
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his wife's room. He was quite hiinself. He edged himself 
on to the sofa, and Anna drew his hand between hers, and 
held it there. 

" Have tea in my room, William," she whisi>ered. " Nurse 
will make it and send it in for us." 

"If you like," he cheerily answered. "When do you 
mean to get out of this room, Anna ? " 

" Soon. But I am not quite so strong as I might be. As 
I should be if— I—" 

" If what ?" he said leaning over her. 

She drew his face down, so that it rested on hers, and 
whispered : " If I were not so anxious about you." 

He could not pretend to misunderstand her, but he strove 
to turn it off with some disjointed, careless words — ^that he 
was all right, and meant to keep so. 

"Oh that you would, William!" she murmured. "If 
not for my sake, for " — she pulled aside her shawl and dis- 
closed a little red face nestled to her — " this child's." 

" Do not fear, Anna. I know the responsibility that is 
upon me. Nay, you must not cry. My dear wife, I will be 
all you wish me." 

Thus, when himself, he was ever ready to say. A kind, 
loving husband, an attractive man was William Danesburi' ; 
so long as he kept his brain and mind clear. 

Tea was over : the nurse had the baby in the other room, 
and William Danesbury was alone with his wife. He began 
to show symptoms of weariness ; looked at his watch, pulled 
aside the curtain tp gaze out at the night, walked about the 
room, and stin*ed the fire. His wife understood it all. She 
called him to her. 

" William, you said, before tea, that you would be all you 
ought to be. Begin now : do not go out to-night." 

He did not answer. 
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" Oh William, for my sake, for yonr own sake I If you 
do not make the first effort,^ you will never cany 4mt yoor 
resolve. Begin at once. Do not go out to-nigkt.*' 

" Anna, I am sure it is not right for you i;o excite yourself 
like this." 

"Ko, it is not; it is very bad for mc. But how can I 
help it ? If you would hut stay with me tiiis one evening t " 
" Well, I win, Anna." 

" You wilH you mean it?" she eagerly asked. 
"I will. I promise you." 

''Oh, William I how happy you might make me!*' she 
said, the anxious expression fading from her eyes. ''Bee, 
my trouble is gone, and I am all at resL" 

Scarcely had she so spoken, when a servant came In, and 
addressed her master. 

" Mr. Laugbton is waitii^ for you, nr." 

Anna turned her large, yearning eyes upon hkn. Tfafe 
anxious look had come back again. 

" Tell him," begsm William to the servant— "«tey, I will 
go and speak to him." 

" Ko ! send the message. William, send the menage," 
she broke forth, in terror. 

"I will not go out, Anna. Have I not pnamised? " be 
answered. 

He went down staiss. IBood, Anna heard the firont door 
close on Mr. Laughton, and her husband came badk agBin. 
She took his hand and hdid it, by way of thanks. 

"How dull you must be, lymg here all day I" he ac- 
claimed. 

" 1 read a good deal, and that passes the time. I wish 
I could see by candlelight to do so, but my eyes are not 
strong yet." 

Shall 1 read you something, Anna?" 
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" I was tbinkin^ how much I should like to hear smne- 
ihing Tead. But perhaps you wiH not like to road that^" 

" Yes, I Trill. Whatsis it?" 

" A chapter in the Bible,^ she said, in a low tone. 

"William smiled. " I suppose you think that is not mudi 
in my Hue. It is more in Arthur's. I do believe he roads 
the Bible night and momii^.^ 

As yofi will sometime, William, I hope." 

" Well, I will to-night," lie saad. " Where shall I find a 
Bible?" 

She j^ointed to iier own, on the dressing-table, and he 
brought it forward. " Whidr<ihapter ? " he asfced. 

She opened the book at tiie third chapter of Revelation. • 
William Danesbury read it reverently. To him it was espe- 
cially applicable : he ielt it to be so, and knew^ why his wife 
had diQsen it. 

He tSiat ovorcometh, the jamc shell he clothed in white 
raiment ; and I will notldot out his name out of the bQ<^ of 
life, but I will confess his name before my Father, and before 
his ang^. 

Him that oncrcometh will I make a pillar in the temple 
of my God, and he shall go no more out : and I will write 
upon Him the name of my God, and the name of the city of 
my God, which is new Jerusalem, which cometh down out 
of heaven from my -God, and I will %mte upon him my new 
name. 

" To him that overcometh will I grant to sit down with 
me in my throne, even as I also overeame, and am set down 
with my Father in his throne." 

Those three verses were especially applicable. Would he 
overcome? 

WiUiam," she murmured, we all have something to 
overcome, ere we can inherit ; all, alL Christ himself says^ 
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* Even as I also overcame.' . ' Because thou hast kept the 
word of my patience, I also will keep thee from the hour of 
temptation, which shall come upon the world, to try them 
that dwell upon the earth.' William, those promises were 
not made for nothing." 

William Daneshury was closing the book again, when the 
same servant appeared and called him out. He went down 
stairs. Anna wondered, for she had not heard any one come 
to the house ; hut her attention had been occupied with other 
things. Immediately she caught the sound, as of more than 
one going out, and the front door closed, and her husband 
did not return. She rang hcr'bell, and her maid came up. 

" Is Mr. Danesbury gone out ? " 

« Yes, ma'am." 

" Gone out 1 " she could not help repeating. 

" With Mr. Lionel," added the servant. " Master said I 
was to tell you, if you inquired, that he should not be long." 

Her heart sickened within her. What ! in the very face of 
his promise to the contrary : in the very echo of that warning 
chapter! Could he not "overcome" for that one night? 
She buried her aching head on the sofa-pillow, and moaned 
aloud in her fulness of despair. 

When Mrs. Philip Danesbury entered, which she did soon 
afterwards, she found her flushed, harassed, and excited. 
"Not to stop in for this one night I" she reiterated. "After 
promising me I It is of no use hoping, aunt : ho is a lost 
man." 

Two hours passed away, and William did not come in. 
Mrs. Philip was unwilling to leave her, she was so restless. 
Too ill to sit up, she yet would not go to bed. The nurse 
came in and exerted her eloquence, and went away again in 
a temper, when she found it of no effect. Suddenly, they 
heard the church bell toll out. 

[ 
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" There^s the passing bell I" exclaimed Anna. I wonder 
wlio is gone. Somebody is released from a' world of care 
and suffering.'' And sbe sighed so painfully, that it almost 
seemed to intimate a regret that she was not released. 

" It's somebody of consequence, whoever it is," cried the 
nurse, having returned to make her comments, "or they 
would not trouble themselves to ring it out so late as this." 

Another half hour, and then William Danesbury entered. 
They heard him come in and go into the parlour. 

" There ! " exclaimed Anna to her aunt, " you hear ! He 
does not come up stairs : that will tell you how he is." 

" I will go down and see," said Mrs. Philip. 

William was leaning over the fire when she entered, his 
elbow resting on the mantle-piece. His face looked pale and 
sad: not, Mrs. Philip thought, as does that of a man in 
drink. 

" Aimt, how do you do ? I heard you were back. I am 
glad you came in : Anna is lonely alone." 

Neither was his tone, neither was the expression of his 
eyes like that of a man in drink. Mrs. Philip looked keenly, 
and felt convinced that he was sober. 

"Anna has been worrying herself much at your staying 
out," she said to him. " She is in so excited a state, thinking 
you have now come in from the — the public-houses." 

"No," he sighed, "I have come from a very different 
scene. Of course you have not heard the tidings ? " 

" What tidings ? We have heard nothing." 

" Mrs. Danesbury is dead." 

^Irs. Phihp was shocked and startled. " Mrs. Danesbury 
dead I " she uttered, after a dread pause. 

" Lionel came here, and said his mother was dying, and 
begged me to go to her without a moment's delay, for she 
had asked for me," resumed William. " I thought I should 
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soon bo home again, and I did not IHce to tcE Anna the 
cause of my goin^ aat> lest it should aHarni her." 

" Then, the passing^beH was foe Mrfik Danesbiuy I What 
can have caused her sadden death? " 

She has died from this mfluemsa that is going abont/' 
was William's answer. Bhe has been eridently sinkiiig^ 
ever since Robert's death, and, when this disease attaok«l 
her, she had no stamina wherewith to straggle againsti it. A 
physician was telegraphed for from town this morning at 
five o'clock, and was here by ten, but he could do her no 
good. Poor thing I she was sensible, and took leave of us 
all. Aunt," he added, lowering his voioe, " she asked me to 
pardon her for having forced ^me to drink wine and beer in 
my childhood." 

" William ! Did she 7 She is another, gone to her grave, 
wisliing that her life could be lived over again ; that she 
might reject the evil, and choose the good." 

She held my hand and Arthur's, and begged ub to for- 
give past unkindnesses. But the parting with liaoel — ^it 
was grievous to see." 

" Robert and Lionel have sent her to her gn,r», between 
them," impressively resumed Mrs. Philip Danesbury; 

Lionel is saying so. I took him home and left him 
there, in a state of excitement that you can scarcely imagine. 
Crying one minute, talking the next ; and, should he fly to 
drink in the midst of it, he will inevitably bring on another 
of those dangerous attacks." 

"William," spoke up Mrs. Philip, in a solemn tone, " all 
this ought to tell upon yon, as a warning. Will you not 
accept it?" 

" Yes, I will." 

" How does your father bear his loss ? " 
Calmly. He has experienced too much sorrow for any* 
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Uiing to affect bim greatly, now. My poor father will not 
bo long after bear," bfir added, witb » sigh. 

Drink 1 drink 1 the evila of indulging in strong drink! " 
aspirated Mrs. .Pbilip Daoesbury. 

William passed by tbe remark witbout observation. " May 
we tell Anna?" be asked. "Or will it excite ber inju- 
riously ! " 

" Tell bor — ob, yes. Her Jfears and excitement all tend 
to one point, WiUiam." 
He knew wbat tbat was. 

Header! bow tbe close s^proacb of deatb cbanges us! 
Mrs. PbiUp Danesbiury did not suspect bow Uterally near 
tbe trutb she was, wben sbe said tbat Mrs. Danesbury bad 
gone to ber grave wisbing tbat ber life could be Uved over 
again, tbat sbe migbt reject tbe evil and cboose tbe good. 
It was a strangely impressive scene tbat William bad come 
from, one wbiob migbt suffice for a wbole life's lesson : — ^Mrs. 
Danesbury lay on ber bed, a dying woman ; Lionel close to 
ber, tbe others dispersed round ber, ber husband, Arthur 
and William, and Mr. Pratt; the physician bad returned 
to town again from bis fruitless mission. Mrs. Danesbury 
bad repented : ber days bad been one scene of bitter repent- 
ance ever since tbe deatb of Bobert : bvi remm^se she never 
could put away from her; she cmld not recaU the evil 
done. If sbe bad made ber peace witb God, so far a» 
sbe herself went, sbe could not make it for the lost Robert : 
she could not make it for Lionel. She took William's bands 
in hers, " Forgive me, as I have asked God to forgive me, 
for having forced you to drink wine and beer in your child- 
hood," she gasped. " WilHam, be you warned while there 
is yet time ; and put them from you. Do not let me have 
another lost soul upon my bands 1 It seems, I woidd give 
my own soul if God would but grant me my existence over 
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again, that I might bring up my children to strive for life 
everlasting. I brought them up for this world, not for the 
next ; and I ruined them for both. Oh, Lionel, if Fcould 
but take your sins upon me, and bear them now before my 
Maker I". 

She spoke truth. She had ruined her sons, and they, in 
their turn, had sent her to her grave. 

There was a deplorable scene enacted when she was being 
placed in it. Lionel was- in a wretchedly nervous condition, 
and was obliged to take brandy ere he could venture to the 
funeral. As the mourners stood around the grave, Mr. 
Danesbury at their head, and the coffin was being lowered 
into it, Lionel seized one of the cords, and broke into a burst 
(jf sobbing and wailing. The coffin fell into .the vault, and, 
>)ut for Arthur's firm grasp, who stood next him, he would 
have flung himself upon it. Lionel had to be surrounded 
nnd taken away, ere the service could be concluded; and that 
night, for the first time in his life, he was secured in a strait- 
waistcoat. 

All this acted as a warning to William Danesbury, and 
he strove to master his baneful passion. For some time, he 
l:ept sober. He stayed in doors in the evening, refused to 
join any loose friends, meaning those who were lovers d 
excess, and took only ale with his meals. He seemed quite 
resolved to put temptation from him. But, one Sunday — 
Anna had been down stairs some time then — the wine was 
on the table after dinner, and he finished nearly a bottle of 
])ort. He rose from his seat, and was about to decant an- 
other, when his T\nfe glided up to him, and laid her hand 
upon his shoulder. 

"William, do not.'* 

He looked at her ; looked at the wine : and then, with an 
irresolute, unwilling gesture, he put the bottle back again 



AKOTHE& DEATHBED. 



Upon the sideboard* There it remamed; but ever and man, 
his eyes tamed restlessly to it, as if ^ney were faacinated. 

Later in the eyening, when Anna retired for ihe ni^it, the 
struggle came to an end. He drew the cork, drank the 
whole of the wine, and tlien drew the cork of a bottle of 
brandy. At one o'dodc iu the morning, he stumbled up to 
bed, as as I hope you and I shall never stumble upu 



CHAPTER XXT. 

One evening in November, about two months after Mrs. 
Danesbury*s death, William was on his way to Daneslbury 
House. His road lay through the town. "Bastborough had 
much increased of late years, especially in the matter of 
public-houses and beer-shops. For one, that used to be in 
the place, three might be counted now. The chief object 
of attraction, however, lay in a showy gin-palace. A gin- 
palace in the very heart of the long street, with a new 
stuccoed front, and illuminated lamps ; and mirrors, and gas, 
and gilding inside, the very model of those which the reader 
has had the pleasure of visiting in London. The other 
shops, and there was no lack of them^ had not yet got into 
the fashion of glare and glitter; but some adventurous spirits 
had hit upon the scheme of opening one on the meretricious 
principle, and so attractive was the novelty found, that it 
was crowded ni^t and day. 

William Danesbury passed, with an effort, these various 
houses of entertainment ; really with an effort ; for sounds 
of revelry, mingled with the jingKng of glasses, came from 

T 
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them pleasantly on his ear ; and in one room, where the 
blind was still undrawn, his eye caught sight of a goodly 
company. The temptation to enter, and make one, was 
very strong on William Danesbury then, but he resisted it 
and strode rapidly on. How strong it was, how the tempta- 
tion, backed by the Evil One, was pulling at his heart- 
strings, he alone could tell : but he did not tell how he 
resisted it. In passing Lionel's cottage, he saw an old lady 
standing at the door. He stopped. 

" If you want Mrs. Danesbury," she cried out, before he 
could speak, " she's gone out for the doctor. And I am keep- 
ing the door for her, and am afraid for my very life." 

" Is Lionel ill? " enquired William, guessing who she was. 

" He's in the strangest way /ever saw," continued the old 
lady, " but, thank goodness, I have never been with such as 
him ; he's fancying he sees cats, and dogs, and devils. He 
has not been sober, I hear, since his mother died, two months 
ago ; not to say sober, for a day. The night before last, he 
was dragged home by two men, his head hanging down, and 
his face purple and crimson. They threw him on the bed, 
and there he lay, like a clod, for seventeen hours.! • Beast!" 

At that moment, Lionel's wife hastened up. And then the 
old lady, her grandmother, who had come from her farm to 
stop a few days in Eastborough, found that the gentleman 
was Mr. William Danesbury, and she had been calling his 
brother " beast " to his face. 

* Well, he is one," was her mental comment. 

* I have been for Mr. Pratt, sir," Katherine said to William. 
He is out : but they will send him when he returns." 
She looked iU, thin, haggard. And no wonder : for, besides 

the anxiety, the harassing life she led with her husband, 
besides the sleepless nights, and she was often up all night 
long, Bhe 8U ffered from positive want of food. Liouers habits 
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ran away with the weekly pound, and, for days together, she 
had only dry bread to eat. A mixed feeling of shame, pride, 
and love to Lionel, prevented her telling of this, otherwise 
her mother would not have suffered her to want. Mr. Danes- 
bury partially suspected it, though not to its extent, and 
many an extra half-crown, beyond the weekly allowance, did 
he slip into her hand, unsuspected by Lionel. Ah 1 there were 
not many like good Mr. Danesbury. A bad bargain had 
Katherine Bing, in marrying his son. 

It was thought, at the time of the occurrence, that Lionel 
Danesbury would surely read a lesson from his brother's 
awful death, and cast away the vice which had led Robert 
on to it. He did not. And yet, poor, infatuated man ! the 
sight of that ghastly corpse, with its crimson gash, was 
never absent from his mind's eye. ' In the sunny light of 
day and in the gloom of midnight it was ever before him ; 
and he knew that he must take warning by it, if he would avoid 
a sinfril death. And yet, he did not. And since his mother's 
loss he had been even worse than before. 

"Lionel is ill again?" observed William. 

**Very ill," answered Katherine. "Will you come up, 
sir, and see him?" 

He followed her up stairs. Lionel was in the bed-room, in 
his nightshirt and boots, striding about, and looking wild 
and haggard. William saw what dreadful disorder was upon 
him again. 

" I want my clothes," said Lionel. " She has got them," 
She had hid the boots. 

" I did not dare to leave them in his way," whispered 
Katherine to William. " He would have been out, and over 
the town. Last night, at eleven o'clock, he stole out, and I 
was till three in the morning looking for him, in all the rain. 
I found him at last on the bridge, wet through. I told 
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grandmotlier to be sure and keep his boots from him, but I 
suppose she got afraid." 

Lionel had fixed his gaze on the wall of the room* the 
pupils of his eyes dilating, and horror straggling into his 
countenance. He slowly backed as far from it as possible, 
and cowered against the opposite wall. 

"Look there 1 " he shivered to William. 

" What?" 

" See how black she is 1 That cat has been there twice 
before. Drive her away. Oh William I drive her away." 

His voice had risen to a piteous scream. William went to 
the spot that appeared to excite his terror. " There is 
nothing here, Lionel; see" — ^kicking his feet against the 
wainsooating — "nothing at alL I will remove the chair. 
There ; you see there's nothing." 

Lionel's excited eyes were wandering round the room; 
under the bed, on the bed, along the walls, on the eeiliog ; 
just as if they were following the progress of some object. 

" Lionel, you would be better in bed," cried his brother. 
" Come, get in ; and I will go again and see after Pratt." 

William laid hold of him. A peculiar tremor was rmming 
through all his limbs, the precursor of what was coming. 

" Yes — ^yes " — speaking in a wandering, abstracted toM— 
" yes, I'll get into bed ; and you get Pratt here." ButiDp 
stead of approaching the bed, he drew further from it. Wil- 
liam gently pulled him forward. Lionel suddenly stopped 
dead. 

" There she is ! " he whispered. " On the bed. Look I 
She has got spots on her coat, now." 

" Nonsense," said William, " there's nothing ; you know 
it, LioneL If you-—" 

With a spring, Lionel eluded William's grasp, ^d rushed 
to the head of the stairs. The old ]a4y, who had stood <m 
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them, afraid to ventnre further, set up a sMI scream, and 
dropped down them as if she had been shot. This arrested 
LioneL But for that circumstance, he would probably have 
been in the street, just as he was, before they could catch 
liim. William drew him back towards the bed. 

"I can*t," he piteously said. "She's got inside, and 
some more with her. See how thick their tails are. There's 
one hanging out now. They are the imps, and the devils 
will be here presently." 

"Come along," said William, "cheerily; FU drive them 
all away for you." 

Katherine turned the bed clothes down to the rery bottdin 
of the bed, and patted it with her hands. " You see," she 
said to her husband, " it is all your fancy." 

He touched the bed himself, and looked wildly about the 
room again. And just then the surgeon came in. 

"What is the matter here?" asked Mr. Pratt. "I have 
just met old grandmother Ducksworth, flying down the 
street, as if she were flying for her life, afraid of stopping 
here, she said. HI again ? " 

**More cats, sir, and other things," interposed Lionel's 
wife. "He is afraid now they are in the bed." 

"Keep them away from me, Pratt, will you?" gasped 
Lionel. 

" To be sure. Get into bed, and Pll Bee about it. Halloa I 
boots in bed I That will never do. Let me have those : we 
will send them after the cats." 

Quiet as a lamb, under Mr. Pratt's experienced eye, Lionel 
suflfered his boots to be taken from him, and lay down in 
bed. The doctor adminisFtered some medicine he had brought 
with him, then tucked him up, and told him to be quiet and 
to sleep. As they were leaving the room, William looked 
back. There sat Lionel upright in bed, ready to s^iin^ o\v.t- 
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" I can't stop here," he shivered, "They are coming again. 
Don't leave me." 

"No," answered Katherine, "I am going to stay with 
you. Lie down, and I will sit here upon the bed. The cats 
will not come where I am." 

Mr. Pratt and William Danesbury went down stairs, the 
former carrying the boots. " I have told his wife never to 
let him have his boots in these attacks," he observed. " She 
knows they must be kept from him." 

" Lionel found them I believe, while she was gone for yon." 

"Not one, in ten, of these poor madmen will start out with- 
out their boots," remarked Mr. Pratt ; " but, let them put on 
their boots, and they'll watch an opportunity to be off, even 
if they be stark naked. Poor woman ! she has a dreadful 
life with him. And this is going to be a bad attack," 

" Do you fear so ? " asked William. 

" Ay. He has been drinking awfully lately. It will be 
worse than any he has had. His wife must have some men 
in the house, for, before morning he will be outrageous. Mr. 
William, I will not answer for it that he'll get over this. I 
did not think he would the last time, when his mother died, 
you know. Pll look in at George Groat's," added Mr. Pratt, 
" and send up the men that were here before, if they are to 
be had." 

" I will stay until some one comes," said William. 
" Do so. It is not right that his wife should be left with 
him, alone." 

Quiet did Lionel lie while Mr. Pratt was in the house, but, 
the moment he heard the door close on him, he was trouble- 
some again. Who are more cunning than they? Katherine 
called out, and William ran up. 

" I want my boots, William." 
. ''Presently. What for ? " 
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" Oh, they are round me, and I can't stop here. I must 
go out." 

"Whereto?" 

" I — I want to see my father. Get my boots." 
"Not to-night." 

" Yes, I must. Get my boots." 

" Very well. Presently," and down sat William. 

Later, when the requisite help arrived, three men, William 
took his departure. These repeated attacks were a heavy 
expense, which, of course, fell upon Mr. Danesbury. When 
William entered Danesbury House, Arthur was sitting alone. 

" Where is my father?" he asked. 

" He is gone to bed, ill," was Arthur's reply. " I do not 
think he will be here many weeks, William. If he is no 
better in the morning, I shall caU Pratt in. He would not 
have him to-night." 

"I have just been with Pratt at Lionel's," returned 
William. " He has got another attack. The old gentleman 
has sent three men in, so he anticipates mischief." 

" Ah. I heard of his being carried home, unable to walk, 
the night before last." 

" And last night he stole out, and his wife was for four 
hours looking for him, in the rain, and foimd him at last on 
the bridge." 

" What a life for her I " uttered Arthur. 

" Ptatt says he may not get over this." 

" Then it will be the death of our father 1 " sadly exclaimed 
Arthur. 

William sat a little while, and then rose to go. His bro- 
ther accompanied him through the hall to the door, and stood 
looking out into the night. " William," he said, laymg his 
hand upon his shoulder with an impressive gesture, "go 
straight home." 



I will. I mtend to.'' And he did so : bravelf p— ring 

by the public-houses and liquor-shops, as he had done in 
coining. 

Lionel Danesbuty had latterly been a burthen to himself 
and to all around him, but the end was comew The news 
spread in the town, next day, that Lion^ was ill^ duigafoasly 
ill. His aont, Mrs. Philip Danesbury, -weai to see him, and 
entfflied the untidy, comfMlesft chamber. 

The fire had been raked out of the grate, for the pfrtient 
could not bear the heat, and a blanket, tossed off the bed, was 
ying on a chair. Two men sat in the room, in readifieas to 
act when they should be reC[uired, and a third waa outside. 
More than one warning had he had, more than one attack of 
this disease, and now, it was overpowering him for the. laat 
time. He lay on the bed, his eyes rolling wildly ; cloths 
steeped in vinegar were covering his head, and the bnnung 
fever of delirium was raging in his brain. 

Need you.be told the name of the malady he was starickcu 
down with ? Ask the surgeons to hospitals, to the debtor's 
jafls, to the criminal prisons, what disease it is, that they have 
most frequently to grapple with, amidst the miserable class 
who chiefly &1I under tiieir care ; and they will tell you it is 
one which rarely appears^ save in those who axe drinking 
themselves to death — ^Delirium Tremens. 

This was one of his qniet intervals ; nevertheless^ his vrhoLe 
frame, his legs, his body, his arms, his hands, shook to such a 
degree that the very floor of the room was agitated, and the 
curtains, heaped up atop of the bed that they might not 
obstruct the air, quivered like the leaves of trees. Ob, it is 
a terrible disease I may we never encounter it in those who 
are near and dear to us i 

Mrs. Philip Danesbury was awestricken. She remembered 
his once healthy form, his intellectual qualities, and she 
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looked at what he was — the dying sinner.. She advanced 
and took his hand ; bat an irrepressible terror came over her 
at the contact of that unnatural motion, which no human 
aid could stop or. mitigate, and she dropped it again. 

" Do you know me, Lionel? It is I ; your aunt." 

" They have been coming round the bed," he answered, in 
a bud, important whisper, whilst his poor head turned inces- 
santly from side to side, " millions of them. They are devils, 
you know ; ugly grinning devils ; black, and green, and 
purple. There 1 do you hear the knocking? There's one; 
a little one he is ; and there's— Be off I" he shouted, star- 
ing wildly at the foot of the bed. 

Dr. Pratt, who was present^ took hold of his wrists, and 
presently wrung some linen out of the vinegar basin, and 
exchanged it for that on his head- Lionel was conscious of 
this, for he raised his hand and pulled it lower on his fore- 
head. *'Ah\ so I that's cool," he said, and then he turned 
again to Mrs. Philip Danesbury, looking calmly at her, and 
speaking in a tone perfectly rational. 

"Do you know that William is dead? He'll be a great 
loss at the works. He went out, got into a street row, and 
they brought him in here, covered with wounds. His head 
was an awful sight. A great fool to get into it I However, 
he is dead." 

Poor follow I what was his brain working on ? 

" You never heard such a row," he continued, still so col- 
lectedly and rationally, that Mrs. Philip Danesbury wa« 
unpleasantly puzzled, and a stranger would have believed 
he was relating something he had actually witnessed. "The 
sounds came up here ; I could not sleep for them. And," he 
added, in » dread whisper, "he looked just like Bobert did. 
There 1 there again 1 listen I They are the devils," he cried, 
confidentially. " That little one is the worst of alL See how 
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1 10 gnus I Hark I knock, knock, knock! they have been al 
it all night. There's one in red; he's a fresh one; they axe 
Jill crowding here, one upon another. One, two, thre&— ten- 
twenty — Mty\ what a knocking 1 there's thousands! mfl, 

lions I " 

lie stopped for the space of a minute, lay perfectly Btil!, 
:nid then stealthily slid down the bed; and, with a spring ao 
sudden that the attendants were unprepared, stood bolt up- 
right on it, the raging madman. 

Quick as thought, they were upon him, the three men 
and Dr. Pratt, but the strength of these maniacs is almost 
supernatural. It was a fearful struggle, a fearful sight, that 
unhappy creature raving, struggling, and fighting with his 
opponents, his white night-dress disordered, and the vinegar 
cloths flapping about his head and facel If he should mas- 
ter ! — and there almost seemed a doubt of it. All dangerous 
weapons, razors, knives, even the fire-irons, had been remoYed, 
and the windows were fastened down. 

Mrs. Philip Danesbury hastened to descend the stairs. 
Katherine, ill and tearful, placed a chair for her. 

What did he mean, when he spoke of his brother's having 
been killed?" she asked. '<Has anything happ^ed to 
him?" 

** Oh no, ma'am. Mr. William was here this morning. My 
poor husband has been going on, like this, all night, his mind 
wandering from one subject to another. It always does, in 
these attacks." 

^Irs. Philip wished Katherine good day, and left the bouse ; 
a conviction resting on her mind that she had seen Lionel for 
the last time. 

That day passed, and the night, and in the course of the 
next day they had to strap him down to his bed. Now, 
would be an interval of quietness, not rest ; and now, one of 
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outrageous madness. The phantoms and shapes, sure cha- 
racteristics of the malady, haunted his brain incessantly, and 
his words were painful to the watchers around him. This 
disease had hovered over him a long while, as it usually does 
over those it finally makes its victims, breaking out, every 
now and then, into fierce attacks, like the present. And in 
the long nights, the terrible mornings, these " devils," as 
they appeared to be to his disordered mind, had seemed to 
glide into his chamber in coimtless numbers, knocking at the 
furniture, the walls, the floor, the bedstead, all mocking and 
gibing at him ; now darting about the room, now becoming 
invisible, and now reappearing in every kind of horrible 
shape and form, such as we, who have lived a life of sanity 
and peace, can form no conception of. 

Most men, who have given themselves recklessly up to 
intemperance, know that this disease will creep, or is creep- 
ing upon them, that it will probably be their end; and yet 
they cannot bring themselves to abandon the courses which 
are inducing its approach. Lionel knew it. Faint hopes, half- 
formed resolves arose, that in time he would thrust from him 
this insidious vice, and embrace uprightness and peace. In 
time, take you notice ; not at the present moment ; at some 
future one. Many a day had he awoke to intense suffering 
of body, to physical depression almost unbearable ; but those 
pains were as nothing, compared with his mind's anguish ; 
for he had not been brought up a heathen, and the dread 
consciousness of a world to come, shone out in strong, fiery, 
scarlet colours. Marvel not that the illusion of devils^ and 
other frightfol phantoms, attacked Lionel Danesbury. 

Again dawned the morning light upon the patient. It was 
his last day of life, though he might know it not. The fits of 
delirium continued with imabated violence, broken, as before, 
by interludes of quiet — ^if it could be called quiet, when the 
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whole frame was shaken, as with a fierce ague. His tnind 
wandered distressingly ; yet in ikose wanderings might be 
traced a recollection of his present state, of the lif^ he had 
led. 

" They keep me here, yon see," he exclaimed to Arthur, 

" and I want to be out. I want to , Father, is that 

you?" 

It was Mr. Danesbury. Though very near the grave 
himself, he had insisted on being brought to Lionel's bedside. 
William was also present. 

" That's good," continued Lionel ; " I wanted to see you. 
I'm so hot, you know. They have been coming round, 
such a lot of them, millions and millions. Where's Robert?" 

With one hand he swept the cloths from his head, and 
Dr. Pratt, who had come in with Mr. Danesbury, though 
protesting against his old friend's visit, replaced them. 

" Who says I am dying?" he shouted. " It is no busi- 
ness of theirs. See how they sneak up — creep, creep, creep ! 
That one in green only came in this morning. Ah, is that 
you?" he cried, again momentarily recognising hi& father, 
and holding out his hand, which was vibrating like a pendu- 
lum. " You don't think I'm going ; do you ? " 

Mr. Danesbury was taken by surprise, the question was 
put so rationally. He did not know what to answer. 

" Oh no, no! " reiterated Lionel, with a shriek of anguisli 
that none present woidd ever forget ; " not yet, in mercy I 
A little respite! a short period for reformation and redemp- 
tion I Take away the drink; take it away, I say ! I have 
led an evil life," he added, his mind a strange mixture of 
consciousness and insanity, " but I won't toudi another drop : 
it's burning here." 

He pointed to his chest, and then lay still ; recommfindng, 
after a abort pause. 



ANOmEB DEATHBSD. 



285 



" They came round me in the night and told me I was 
dymg ; but it's not true. Hold me I hold me I at least till 
I have got through this multiplicity of work. Do you see 
an the duties that have accumulated ? I have done nothings 
you know ; nothing but drink : but I can get through them- 
Not if you let tJiese devils come upon me: I thought that 
little one was gone I" 

He has been raving all night about this accumulation 
of work and duties," whi^ered Katherine. 

" It cannot be, that I am dying I I must have the time 
I want first. Yes, I told you God would give it me. Katha- 
rine, my poor wife, you say you have been miserable, but 
we shall be happy now. You need not be afraid of me any 
longer: I'll keep my promises, and leave it off. Harkl 
hark 1 don't make a noise" (though the room was perfectly 
still), there's that Httle one again. He has got another, 
and another —and another I They come creejMng on I the 
room is full I " 

With wild shouts and sad imprecations, he strove to raise 
himself, to escape, it would seem, the fiends he thought he 
saw. And, though firmly prevented from moving, none 
could prevent the convulsive throes that shook his frame. 
The paroxysm of violence over, exhaustion sup^vened, and 
with it, partial recollection. 

" William, is that you ? Come here ; closer. I have had 
such a horrid dream. I thought I was getting towards the 
prime of life, and that all the years given to me had been 
wasted: that I had been constantly drunk. Drunk. I 
thought — and it made me bum here," tossing the cloths 
from his brow, that the time was come for me to die, and 
then I found that all these years had not been mine to wasta 
Who spoke then ? it was none of you. Who says it's true ? 
It is not true, I tell you it was a dream. Be off I be off 1 
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how dare you drive me mad ? And if it were true, I am to 
have the time. What do you know about it ? I say the 
time is mine. That's one of those devils speaking : he says 
it was given to all but me. Who says I had it once, and 
threw it away 7 How dare you say it ? Oh, mercy, mercy ! 
a little time, for the love of mercy I I am Ttiot drunk now. 
Father, is that you? I have sworn not to touch another 
drop. Keep those devils from me. How can you let them 
come here, with this weight of sin upon me ? What are they 
calling out — ^that Robert had no time ? What's Robert to me ? 
I am to have it. I am. Do you see how they are coming on ? 
Hold me ! hold me I keep off that little one. I won't die I he 
is mocking me ! I won't die, I say. Hold him back. No 
time for me I No time ! " 

" My dear father," said Arthur, approaching Mr. Danes- 
bury, " this is no place for you. Let me take you away." 

" Arthur," said the old man, with quivering lips and tremb- 
ling hands, as he grasped those of his eldest son, " there is 
no place for me much longer on earth. I question whether 
he, or I, shall go the quicker. My heart is broken. William," 
reaching out to take his hand, and bring him side by side 
with Arthur — " can you marvel at it? My son, can you 
marvel at it? Few and evil have the days of my old age 
been : my substance destroyed, my peace of mind wrecked. 
One of my children has gone before me ; another — he, poor 
madman, — ^is going with me, and I have no hope that I shall 
meet either of them hereafter. Do you act" — ^he wrung 
William's hand — " so as to come to me." 

They took Mr. Danesbury from the room ; they also took 
the unhappy wife ; for Dr. Pratt saw that the end was at 
hand. In a paroxysm of violence, more acute than any 
TFiich had gone before it, the troubled spirit of Lionel Danes- 
bury Eew away to Him wko gaya it. 
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Yes I he asked for time, in his half conscious ravings ; but 
time upon time had been vouchsafed him, and he had used 
it not ! Was it not enough to break their father's heart ? 
This is no imaginative historv, it is taken from a family's 
life. The one son rushed into the next world, a suicide ; the 
otiier was brought, in the early years of manhood, to his dread- 
ful deathbed. Not one good action could they remember to 
have performed in their whole lives ; not one hour, of the 
precious time granted them, had been used to good account. 
Their manly forms, their talents, their health and strength, 
had been offered up, and sacrificed, on the shrine of Intem- 

PEEAKCE. 

Oh, reader! should the temptation to exceed ever assail 
you, should the vice, with its insidious steps, approach very 
near to you, and threaten to be habitual, take warning by 
this unhappy story I I tell you it is no ideal one. Look not 
ihou upon the wine when it is red; flee from it in your 
eariier and thoughtless years ; resolutely keep it at arm's 
distance, if you would obtain peace in this world and in the 
neztl 



CHAPTER XXn. 

The church bell at Eastborough was solemnly tolling, as a 
funeral wound its way from Danesbury House. It was a 
long procession, all wtdking; for no carriages were used, by 
desire of the dead: and indeed the distance was but short. 
The officiating minister preceded the coffin, which was boruc 
by eight of the Danesbury workmen, its pall being held 
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eight of the saperior OTeriooicere and fanataa^ Tliomas 
Harding being one. The chief moornen were Arthur and 
WilHam Danc^bury, Yiaconnt Temple and Mr. 8t. Geoi^; 
bat many othera followed, friends and neighbonrB, and be- 
hind them came the long string of dependants. Ko note, 
no busy aonnds of labour or of life, aroie that day from the 
Danesbary works: and erery house and shop in Easttoroii^ 
had its shatters closed, to testify respect tolnm, who wis 
being carried past. 

Stealing after it, came groaps and groups of women, 
partly led by cariosity, partly by regret and affection, bc% 
woman-like, they fell into gossip, though the tears were 
coursing down many of their cheeks. 

"It's a good man gone home,*' said one. "We dull 
never see another like him.'* 

"Tes, we shall. He has left one behind that will imd 
in his steps. Mr. Arthur will be his father over agdn. 
Only to think of it I but fifteen days, this very day, WMe 
poor young Mr. Lionel was laid in the ground I It arait 
have been sudden, like; for Miss Isabel — Lady Tenpte) 
that is to say — was only sent for three days before the death.** 

"The ]>oor old gentleman wanted to go to Mr. Lionel^l 
funeral, but his sons and Mr. Fratt told him -he was not 
equal to it, and at last he listened to them, and consented to 
stay at home. But, when they got in again from the grave, 
there he was, on the floor. It was not a fit, Mr. Fratt said, 
he thought he was taken for death. After that, he rallied 
for three or four days, and actually walked oat into 1^ 
garden and sat there, and then he was taken worse, tad 
they telegraphed for Lady Temple." 

" He was quite sensible up to the last minute, I heard, tad 
had his speech and senses about him, all clear.** 
**I heard another thmg, 1 did: that when someM 
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asked old Pratt what he had died of, he said d£ a broken 
heart." 

^^Well, he has had enough to break it. He makes the 
fourth, taken to the dhurchyard, all within the year. What 
do you think?" added the woman, dropping her yoice— ^* he 
is going to be laid by the side of the first Mrs. Danesbury, 
not the second." 

"How do you know?" 

"I do know. My husband heard old Green, the Bexton, 
say so last night, in at the Cock-and* Bottle. There was a 
vacant space left by the side of the firert; Mrs. Danesbury, 
which have never been filled up, and he is to tie there.* 

Yes. John Danesbury was gone! Grone "from a world of 
care, to his recompense above. He could, in truth, say, with 
old Jacob, that few and evil had the days of his later lifis 
heem but he had learned in time to look to One who is a 
sure refuge, 

Tjie dark line wended its slow way along, past the public- 
houses, closed to-day — past the gin-palace, for once, in its 
flaring life, quiet and sombre — pasrt the cottage of the ill- 
fated Lionel — through the churchyard, into the church. 
When it came out again, there was scarcely space left for it 
in the churchyard, or for the mourners to gather round the 
grave; and there was not a dry eye to be seen, there was 
not a heart but was lifted up in response to the words 
of the minister, "I heard a voice from heaven saying 
unto me. Write, Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord 
from henceforth: Yea, saith the Spirit; that they may rest 
from their labours." 

Back again at Danesbury House, the solicitor to the family 
marshalled all whom it might concern into the library, and 
produced the will. It was sealed with Mr. Danesbury's own 
private seal, and upon being opened, two letters fell out; qil<^ 
u 
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addressed to "My Son Arthur," the other to "My Son 
William,'^ and were superscribed, "To be read before the 
will is read." 

Each perused, his letter in silence, Arthur^s face flushing 
with surprise, William^s with emotion. It was supposed, 
by those around, that the letters explained to each the 
motives which had dictated the will. After the death of 
Lionel, Mr. Danesbury had cancelled his previous will, and 
made this; and the letters bore the same date. 

"Are you ready?" inquired Mr. Williams, the solicitor. 

"Quite," they answered. 

"First of all," premised Mr. Williams, "Mr. Danesbory 
wished me to declare publicly that he had had no adviser in 
the making of the will, and that no person whatever is privy 
to its contents, save himself, and I, who wrote it." And he 
began to read. 

The spectators listened in silence — some deeming it a 
strange will. It was found that the whole of the busineaB, 
and the capital occupied in it, was left exclusively to Arthur. 
A certain portion of its profits was to be paid yearly to 
William for Ave years. At the end of that period he was to 
be taken into partnership, and receive an equal share, pro- 
vided Arthur should deem it expedient. If Arthur did not, 
things were to go on as before. There were a few trifling 
bequests and legacies; and to Eatherine Danesbury was 
secured a suitable annuity, in accordance with her original 
position in life. Danesbury House, with its furniture, 
except the plate and pictures, was bequeathed to Arthur, 
and a sum of ready money to William. The plate was to 
be equally divided between Arthur and William, and of the 
pictures Lady Temple also took her share. They both under- 
stood, nay, they knew, the moti ves which had dictated the will: 
A doubt of what William's f \ture conduct might be; and 
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Mr. Danesbory, in making it, knew that the high honour, 
the exact jastice of Arthur, needed no other guarantee for 
his performance of the contract, should it be desirable, when 
the time came, to fulfil it. Most earnestly did Arthur hope 
that William would act so as to enable him to perform it. 

Earnestly, also, did William hope it; I am not sure but 
he prayed for it, as he walked home with his wife that 
evening. He was striving with all his might to overcome, 
and the strife was great, greater than he knew well how to 
battle with. For some little time now, he had been tem- 
perate, only taking beer with his dinner, and a glass of wine 
now and then, or one glass of spirits. The worst was, that 
in taking a glass of wine or spirits, he invariably longed to 
take more, and there lay the chief strife. 

An afternoon or two before they were to quit Eastborough, 
Lord and Lady Temple were standing at the drawing-room 
window of Danesbury House, looking at the dusk of night, 
which was stealing over the landscape. Isabel was talking, 
in a low, saddened tone, of many things connected with her 
old home and her late father. Her husband had drawn her 
closer to him, and stood with his arm round her waist. At 
length they began to speak of the will; it had been a fruit- 
ful topic of conversation in Eastborough. 

** Do you know, Isabel, I cannot yet understand it," he 
said: ''so just, so good a man as your father, to leave his 
sons so di£ferently provided for! — at any rate for five years." 

" I can, unfortunately," replied Isabel. ** It has proved 
to me what I have dreaded to ask — that William has not 
forsaken his old habit." 

''Still, I cannot agree with the will," debated Lord 
Temple. " Suppose Arthur were not what he is? he might 
take advantage of William." 

"But he is what he is," smiled Isabel, "and my dear 
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&ther knew it. Otherwiee ha would nerer hare left it 

80." 

" It is a perfectly just will," oalled out a ttjice from the 
embrasure of the other window, ^the will of a jest and a 
good man.'* 

"WhoVjthat? William 1 is that you? We had no idea 
you were there." 

William advanced. "I was here when you eame in," he 
said, ^^and thought you saw me, but I was buried in un- 
pleasant reyeries, and did not interrupt your converse. 
My father could not have tnade any other will, Lord 
Temple," he continued, linking his arm within that of his 
brother-in-law, so that they all three stood together. ** Sup- 
pose he had constituted me an equal partner with Arthur; 
given me co-authority and co-ownership; and I were to 
squaud^ my substance, and his; run recklessly to work; go 
the way of Robert and Lionel? Arthur might be ruined 
long before the five years were ttp, the trade &Hen t!hrough, 
and the works done away with." 

" True, true," answered Lord Temple j " I <M -not look »t 
it in that light." 

"It was the kindest will, to me, that my fether could have 
made. He had my true interest at heart; I know he had, 
and he told me so in the letter." 

"Mr. Danesbury was a man who Mved but for his chil- 
dren," said Lord Temple. " But, William, you are not going 
the way of Robert and Lionel." 

William heaved a deep sigh. "Sometimes I fear I shall 
have a difficulty to keep from it." 

"But why? Do you doubt your resolution?" 

"Yes, I do. I have resolved to be a sober man so many 
times now, and broken out again, that I begin to fear it." 

IsabeVs heart beat against her side. She couM not bear 
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to hear William say this. Anything was better than for him 
to lose courage. 

hairai not seen you the worse for wine in the 8lighteBt^ 
degree, thia fortnight that we have been down,'' remarked 
Lord Temple, in a gentle tone of encouragement. 

^^No. I have not exceeded, ndther did I for some little 
time before yoa casae. But X have been cautious ibr as 
long as thi&b^ore, and the temptation has overtaken me 
again. If I take buit a glass of anything, I cravo for more* 
lifith a longing, positively painfui in its intensity. One 
glass of wine, one glass of spirits, sets me on ; and then ther 
desire ia almoqt irrepreesiblfi. I may almost add^ one glass 
of beer.'' 

"Aait used to be "with me," said. l<ord Temple. You must 
do as I have done, William: confine yourself to water." 

*^fiut a single glass of anything cannot hurt a manl " 

*^Not a temperate one, who does not ^ crave' for more; 
bjut it hurts us,, beoause we db. Bely upon it^ WilKam, 
that, for those who know not how to i&odmtely use^and not^ 
ajbttse good gifts, water is the only safeguard. I remember 
Arthur making that remark to me years, ago, aa I now wake 
ii to you." 

"Do you never take wine?" 

"Never," replied Lord Temple. "SUnee I made my 
resolution, I have been enabled to kieep it. I believe the 
chief help: to my sucoess waa the abstaining absolutely: had 
I tampered witii my resolv^-^^jiist one glass of wine,' 'jusi 
one glass of spirits 't-I should probably have broken dowiau. 
I could take a glass of wine now with impunity, if I chose^ 
oecauae I am beGome*^both by inclination and habit — a 
sober man, and I know that I shall never relapse from it. 
But I db not ehoote. I hk» to set a good example; a»d I 
Qow prefet trater^" 
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"You really prefer it?" 

" I do. I like it far better than wine or beer, or any 
other strong beverage you may please to think of. I like 
it for its own sake: use is second nature, you know." 

"Ay," answered William; "there's a true proverb — *Do 
what you should, that you may do what you like.' Many 
a time have I rued the day that took my mother from 
me, for she would have caused me to drink water, as 
she did Arthur. The last Mrs. Danesbury taught us 
to dislike it, and to love beer and wine. Poor Robert and 
Lionel!" 

"You would soon get to like it," said Lord Temple. 
" Your taste for wine and beer would die out — as mine has 
done. Water, remember, is our natural beverage. Try it, 
William." 

- "Perhaps I may," he answered. " They will be ' bitter 
draughts,' at first, though." 

"Then fancy it bitter beer," laughed the viscoont. 
"Fancy goes a great way in this world." 

Lord Temple left the room as he spoke, and Isabel moved 
close to her brother, and leaned upon his arm. Her tears 
were falling. 

"Isabel! What is it?" 

"Oh William, I am overwhelmed with apprehension fbt 
you!" she said, laying her wet cheek against his. "Sorely 
we have lost enough out of our family, and had enough 
misery. Let us, who remain, strive to live as we ought, 
that our days may be prolonged to the consolation of each 
other! We are but three, now." 

"Yes," he sadly answered, "we are but three. Seven 
once: three now." 

"Promise me, William; promise me that you will throw 
oS thk dreadful fascination! Do as Reginald has 4one). 
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Become wbat be and Arthur are: a temperate man, in the 
strict sense of the term." 
He did not immediately speak. 

"Once, near this house, years ago, it was just before I 
was leaving it, I prayed you to give me a promise: I now 
pray you again. Dearest William, for your own sake, I 
pray you." 

"I cannot promise: I do not feel sure of myself, Isabel. 
I believe I said then I would try — ^and if I had not tried, 
and in some degree succeeded, I should, ere this, have been 
where our brothers are. I will say the same now. I will 
further try, earnestly try, to put a barrier between my in- 
clination and this sin." 

Lord and Lady Temple returned to London, and things 
went on as usual at Eastborough, Arthur, now Mr. Danes- 
bury, quietly subsiding into his father^s place, as the head 
of all things. The firm would remain as it always had done 
— "John Danesbury and Sons:" he would not alter that. 

On a bright moonlight night, about a month subsequent 
to the burial of Mr. Danesbury, Arthur, who had been 
closely confined in the works all day, thought he should be 
the better for a walk. Putting on his great-coat, he strolled 
towards the town. 

It was Saturday night. Into the public-houses streamed 
the people, in at the swinging doors of the gin-shop, more 
brilliant than ever ; men and boys (they could be called 
little better) rushing there to drink; while unhappy wives 
and mothers followed them, pleading in harsh or in piteous 
tones for some of their wages, ere the provision-shops should 
be shut. Mr Danesbury stopped one man. He was one 
of their best workmen. 

"Watts, how is it that you cannot make yourselves com- 
fortable at home? It is bad for you in every way, this night 
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drinking; bad for your pocket, and bad for joan ha^ih. 
You have a good home: surely you might beoontoat tosti^ 
in it." 

• Laiw bless ye, sirl You just step and look at i(r--4f I 
might make so bold» There's the wife all in a muddle, ivifth 
a great tub afore the fire, a-washing of the children, and the 
children a-squalling, and the place all in a steam. After 
that, she sets on to wash the floor, and nobody won't* be 
able to put a foot on it till it's dry. I can't stop in that 
mess. But I only take a glass or so, sir ; I'm not one of the 
fast ones." 

Arthur had nothing to reply. He went on his way, and 
the man entered the Cock-and-Bottle. AU throughout his 
walk he saw nothing else; m^ pouring into the poblic- 
houses till they were full of company, whose uproarkms 
mhrth and singing reached his earo. He turned dowu the 
narrow, retired path which led to the churdiyafd, and 
halted at its gate. The night was calm, the scene all peaee» 
The moonlight flickered on the opposite hiUs, bringing out 
their light and shade, bringing out the view of his own home; 
and it rested also on the white tombstones doae to hisi^ 
though the old church, in their midst, looked cold and grey; 
He opened the gate, and approached the large white marble 
tomb oi ih» Danesbiwys^ the two more reooit deaths but 
just reoorded on it. Arthur read the inscriptions, all of 
tiiem, one by one; his own mothcr^A wae the first, and. hie 
£B^hev*s waft the last. He leaned his hands upon its iron ih3.- 
mgf^ and mused. 

His thoughts ran, naturally enough, upon the vice of in- 
temperance, and its share in the death of those lying beneath 
him. Look at what it had done for theml His mother, 
recalled from her pleasant visit by the drunken mistake of 
GJiaaon, aent the same night to her death through tlM 
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dronlqen agency of the tucnpike man; Glisson herself, who 
also lay near, a TictiiQ to its effects;. Kobert, the next buried, 
what Arthur shuddered to think of, both in life and in 
death; Mrs. Banesbury, hastened thither by her sons^ con- 
duct; Lionel just gone, a burden released from the world; 
and his father^s broken heart, laid there before its time! 

If it has brought this amount of evil into one home,'* 
thought Arthur, '^what must it bring to the world at large?- 
Hundreds are dying daily of it — homes are rendered hells—* 
families are scattered. This very night, in this town close 
to me, it is raging unchecked. My own workmen are yieldr 
ingtoit; now; making themselves into brutes — ^impoverish- 
ing their means — ^wronging their wives and children I How- 
can it be dealt with?" 

. How, indeed? Many a one is asking the question as 
anxiously as did Arthur Danesbury. An earnest spirit has 
been abroad <^ late years, striving to grapple with the evil; 
and the busy and careless world, who give not their thoughts 
to these things, would be astonished to learn the good 
effected by it in connexion with the exertions of the Tem- 
perance Societies. May they go on, and prosper — may 
aU generous aid be afforded them — and may they find their 
reward in the fruitis they so largely bring forth! 

But the good they have accomplished, though astonish'- 
ingly great, is but little, compared with what has yet to be 
done; for the vice is as a maay-headed monster, who has 
too long been making fierce way: audit equalljy behoves 
individuals, families, and communities, to take the matter 
up with a will, and give a helping hand. 

AU these, and many more such reflections, passed throu^ 
the mind of Arthur Danesbury, as he stood there in the 
moonlight, leaning over the tomb. How should he deal 
with tba evil; he^ in bis little sphere at Eastborongii? A 
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responsibility was upon him, and was making itself heard: 
a large body of men were wearing out their lives in his ser- 
vice, receiving fair wages in requital, it is true, but he felt 
that he was not the less responsible; that he might owe 
them something else. How to attempt, or what to attempt, 
he knew not yet; time, and thought, and sound deliberation, 
must be given to dealing with the evil: to check it wholly, 
he feared he never should, but he might be able to do some- 
thing. 

Circumstances were against him, and against the men, 
in the prevalence of beer-shops, and the low price of gin. 
He could prevent neither: the Legislature allowed both. 
Liquor was plentiful everywhere; and, as to the places 
where it was sold, they did, and would, abound. Jf all the 
present distillers and large brewers shut up their conoema 
to-morrow, conscience-stricken at the nature of their trade, 
the source of their wealth, fresh ones would start the next 
day in their places. If Arthur himself were rich as the 
Lydian King, Croesus, and went, money in hand, and bought 
out the gin-palace man, and the landlords of the public- 
houses, and the keepers of the beer-shops, and closed the 
places for ever, it would only lead 1o fresh ones being 
forthwith started at the next doors. Unless the world 
could be turned into a second Utopia, and men worked for 
love and not for gain, people would be found (and no lack 
of them) to distil gin, and brew beer, and keep public- 
houses, and preside in gin-palaces, the law permitting it. 
Under the present state of affairs, therefore, that was not 
the way in which Arthur Danesbury could deal with the 
evil. He knew also that it would be worse than useless to 
attempt a forced conversion. To say to the m^, ^*Yoa 
must leave off these debased habits, and take to better,*' 
would fall on inattentive ears — the necessity for the con- 
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version must previously he aroused in their own minds. Thej 
must first be as men awaking out of sleep, to find within 
themselves the higher motive for well-doing. Not only the 
more humble one of assuring peace in this, their transitory 
life; but peace also for the one above. They must be led 
to this gradually, perhaps insensibly, not by violent measures, 
but gently, step by step. Before any thing could be done, 
it would be necessary to break through their present habits; 
to make them more moral, more thoughtful; to impart to 
them somewhat of enlightenment. Raise the mind, and, in 
due time, the spirit would follow. 

Mr. Danesbury remained long in deep deliberation, pacing 
the churchyard; dim, undefined plans presenting themselves 
to his thoughts. He was lost to outward things, when 
fbotsteps were heard in the lane, and ho emerged from the 
gate; not caring, possibly, to be seen stalking about amid the 
grave-stones, like a wandering ghost. The footsteps proved 
to be old Thomas Harding's. 

"Is it you, Harding? What brings you here?" 

"I wanted to find you, sir, and was going the nearest 
way to Mrs. Philip Danesbury*s; for I have been to your 
house, and they thought you might have gone there." 

"What is it?" asked Mr. Danesbury. 

"Brown has been to me again, sir," reph'ed Harding; 
"he is at my house now, and I can't get rid of him, praying 
and entreating that he may be taken on once more. He 
says he'll never transgress again, but if he can't get an 
answer to-night, he'll be off with morning light, and enlist 
for a soldier. He says he is starving. I thought it right to 
come and mention it to you, sir, lest he should go. What is 
to be done?" 

"His offence was very bad," said Mr. Danesbury^ 
"bat — ^he has a wife and child, poor things. Give him 
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another chance, Harding. He maj come on MoncUy 
morning." 

thought perhaps you would, sir. Tm sure you m 
very lenient to them. Brown says ho had been driakis^ 
when he did it, and was not in his seases.'^ 

"No doubt," cried Mr. Danesbury: "drink is thecKuaeof 
most bad actions. Harding, my mind was directed to this 
very point, when you came up. To-night, as I waj^ed 
through the streets, the men— our men — were at the publio- 
houses in swarms^ drinking away their intellects and their 
wages. Something ought to be attempted to cheek it-HKMnor 
thing shall beu" 

"Who by, sir?" 

"By me. I feel that the responsibiHty rests nporo ma" 
"Nothing in the world can be done, sir, let your wiU be 

ever so good. There are the public-houses, and the men wiU 

go to them." 

"Yes, I see great diflBculties, eren in the attempt." 

"When a man has been at work all day, he wants some 
sort of amusement or recreation, sir,'' resumed Thomas 
Harding. " He can^t get that at home — speaking of the 
generality of the men. Their wives are bad managers, tht 
room is not comfortable, the fire's low, or out. There^s no 
society for them there, except a scolding wif^ and etjing 
children." 

"Nearly the very words that Watts answered me- with, 
to-night," returned Mr. Danesbury. "I met him golo^into 
the Cock-and-Bottle, and told him he would be better at 
home. Everything was uncomfortable there, he replied, and 
he was driven out." 

"It is so," answered Thomas Harding. "Some few are 
differently situated, have superior women for wives, who 
make home a pleasant place for them to return to; and a 
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Bprinkliug are gifted with intellect and thonglit 'beyond tbeir 
station, and have their evening pursnits, their bootB, and 
their newspapers, and snch like; but, take the workmen as a 
body, sir, their home is the public-house when the day's 
work is done. They have no resources within themselves — 
even if home were what it ought to be, they would be dull 
in it — out they must, and will, go; and there^ no hope but 
what they always will go out. They might be cfhained in, 
but they'll never stop in otherwise: no, they wotdd not for 
you, sir^ much as they look up to you. Some of them, I 
truly believe, would lay down their hves to serve you, Mr. 
Arthur, but youll never get them to stop in-doors after 
work. Look at the Literary Institution that your good 
father gave himself such pains to set up, hoping it might 
keep the men from the tap-rooms. Who goes to it? There's 
a good room for them, well lighted, and warmed in winter, 
books, and what not; but do they take advantage of it? 
No, sir; it's deserted; there's not half a dozen in it. 111 be 
bound to answer, any night all through the year, taking one 
night with another. '* 

"If we could but close some of the public- houses 1" ex- 
claimed Mr. Danesbury. "Since I have sat on the bench, 
I have been chary of granting licences, but my brother 
magistrates are less so, and my voice is only one amongst 
many. I wish I could shut up that gin-shop." 

"Sir," said Harding — and his words only carried out 
some of his master's previous thoughts — ^^^if you shut up 
that, another would open. I was talking last week to the 
man who keeps it, and told him it was doing harm, for its 
blaze of light enticed people in, to drink. He answered — he 
is a civil, decent man, in spite of his trade— that it was not 
the traffic he followed by choice; but that, if he gave it up, 
a hundred would be found ready to drop into it, so he might 
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as well keep it himself, and pocket the profits: folks did 
drink, and would drink, to the end of the chapter. And 
80 they will, sir." 

"Ay; although they know the curse it is to them." 

"It is a curse, both to rich and poor," returned Thomas 
Harding. "I saw Mr. William in one of the houses as I 
came along," added the old man, lowering his yoice. 

"Nol" uttered Mr. Danesbury. 

" I did, sir. I went to the Ram, to ask why my Saturday's 
paper had not been left, and the waiter opened the door of 
the gentlemen's parlour as I stood there, and I saw Mr. 
William inside, with a steaming glassful before him. My 
heart stood still: I could have found in it to go and pull 
him out: I have had such hopes of him lately." 

Arthur could not answer; he was too pained to answer. 
He also had been cherishing hopes of his brother. 

"Well, sir. Til go back to Brown, and tell him," cried 
Harding. "Good night, sir." 

He turned to retrace his steps up the narrow lane towards 
the town; and Arthur Danesbury slowly pursued the path, 
which lay round and round the churchyard. 



CHAPTER XXm. 

William Danesbury was alone in his drawing-room, on 
the evening mentioned in the last chapter, when a servant 
opened the door to introduce a visitor. 
"Mr. Bell, sir." 

William had his head bent over some plans and drawings 
on the table, in which he was making corrections. He 
turned to receive his guest. 
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. It was a large farmer, residing near Eastborougb. Tbe 
Danesburys were executing some orders of bis, for agri- 
cultural implements, and be had come to inquire on wbat 
day one of tbe machines could be delivered to bim. William 
did not know, but said tbe overlooker of tbe department 
might be able to tell. 

"Where can I find him?'' asked tbe farmer. 

"He lives close by. I will go with you. Will you take 
anything first?" 

" Well, I don't care if I do take a glass of brandy- and- 
water, to keep tbe cold out on my ride home," was Mr. 
Bell's answer. 

William was vexed at this. Since tbe conversation with 
Lord Temple, now three weeks ago, be bad kept to water^ 
and did not much relish tbe temptation, that brandy on bis 
own table would induce. However, there was no help for 
it, and be went to tbe cellar and brought up a bottle of 
brandy, which happened to be tbe last be bad in the house. 
Tbe servant appeared with hot water and glasses. 

"Heyl don't you drink yourself?" cried tbe farmer, 
perceiving that, though be was sipping his, William took 
none. 

" You must excuse me to-night. I do ncrt feel well." 

William sat by, the fumes of tbe brandy under bis nose, 
and bis very lips watering for it. He took out bis handker- 
chief and held it to bis mouth with bis elbow on the table, 
bis face resolutely turned from tbe bottle. The inward strife 
was great; far greater than the reader, if he be a man of 
sobriety, can picture. The temptation was sorely close to 
him; hardly, by his utmost will, could be keep his hands 
from stretching out for the brandy, and their veins tingled 
with imposed self-restraint. 

A perspiration broke out over his head and face. Could 
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he hold out? "Lord, be thou my helper 1" he inwardly 
breathed, "for of my own strength I cannot withstand.** 

The farmer mixed another glass, and,whenhe hadftniriied 
it, rose, and said he was ready. William put the cork in 
the bottle and placed it on the sideboard, not haying touched 
the brandy; and went out with Mr. Bell. So far, YHStory. 

The overlooker was not at home; he was gone to the 
"Ram," to take his glass and smoke his pipe. Very much 
indeed did William Danesbury dislike to accompany Mr. Bell 
there: but, again, there was no help for it; fcnr It would 
have been neither courteous nor business-like to suffer him 
to proceed alone. 

When he and Mr. Bell entered the Ram, an inn of rather 
a superior class, the first in Eastborough, several gentlemen, 
whom William knew, were in the parlour; amongst them 
was Mr. Laughton, once poor LionePs great friend. 

"It's never youl" sarcastically exclaimed Laughton, ad- 
dressing William. "I heard you had joined the teetcrtalers, 
and were coming out in a medal and blue ribbon.** 

William winced: he was not yet sufficiently self-reliant 
to take these jokes witii equanimity. He sat down in the 
midst of the temptation — the terrible temptation ; that, at 
home, was nothing to it. Glasses of ale were on the table; 
glasses of hot rum and water, the slices of lemon swimming 
in it; glasses of strong-flavoured gin; glasses of real cognac 
brandy ; and the fragrant steam, from all, ascended around, 
intoxicating William Danesbury*s senses, before a drop had 
passed his lips. Laughton gave a quiet order, and William, 
on looking down, saw a glass of brandy-and- water, placed 
before him by the waiter. 

"Now, if you have not signed the pledge and cut us all 
dead, I recommend you to topple-up that,'' said Laughton. 
"You never tasted better brandy than this. It> a fresh 
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lot they have got in, direct from France—it has the true 
Champagne flavour." 

"Come, Mr. William Danesbury," cried the farmer, 
"you shirked it at home, but you can*t refuse to drink with 
a friend now. Take up your glass. Grood health to you." 

Poor William Danesburyl Silly William Danesbury! 
Weak William Danesbury! All his good resolves were 
going, he knew not whither: his veins were throbbing, hia 
heart was longing for that pernicious draught. Never had 
the desire for it so sorely beset him. He had resisted it in 
his own house, but here 

William Danesbury took up the glass, and drained it. 

Then, remorse set in. He saw himself what he was, a 
weak, guilty coward, a man without self-restraint ; and yet, 
a self-sufficient man, who had trusted to himself. Why had he 
not asked for aid to resist the temptation, as he had done in 
his own home? It had glanced across his mind to do so, 
even as he took the glass in his fingers, and he had driven 
it away unnoticed. So the successful struggles of weeks, 
the recent victory over himself, the dying admonitions of 
his father, the new hopes of his wife, the advice of Lord 
Temple and of Arthur, and the prayers of Isabel — all were 
undone by the act of one moment. If self-torture ever 
overtook a man, it did William, then. He rose from hia 
seat, ready to curse himself. 

"Danesbury, you are not going!" 

"I must. I have an engagement." 

That was so far true. For his wife was spending the 
evening at a friend^ and he had promised to go and bring 
her home. 

"Take another glass," cried Laughton. 

"Not to-night. (Jood evening, all." 

William Danesbury went out into the moonlight. It 
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was ^nio^ Verj bright down the sti^eei, 'wboMmnf ik6 
houses and the old-fashioned stones. To take the ndEur 
way to las home, he must pass the churchyard: and^ hardly 
had he turned into its narrow lane, when he met Haxding. 
"Is it yen, Mr. William! I am so ghid!^ 
"It is more thaik I am/' returned William, •• Why are 
you glad?'* 

"Because I saw you in, somewhere, Mr. WiUiam, and I 
thought you would be better away,'' he whispered; "and I 
am thankful you have come away; that's why, sir." 

"I am a wicked idiot, Harding, and nothing eke« So 
don't trouble yourself to be thankful about me." 

"Perhaps you have been led to transgress to-night, Mr. 
Wilham, and I know you have been striving against it 
lately. Forgive me^ sir, but I was nearly an old man when 
you were a child, and I tibink if you were to fail at last, it 
would break my heart." 

"It is of no use striving," returned WilKamy gloomOy. 
"I have been striving, resolutely striding, aiid now a 
moment's temptation has upset it." 

"Strive on, strive on, Mr. William, victory will be yoais 
in the end. I know it wiU; if you only take the right maaiUI . 
to help yourself." 

"How can you say you know it, Haxding, and anertH ' 
so impressively? I am no better thaii 6thers. Wofse." 

"Sir," said Thomas Harding, the tears roUing dowxi his 
cheeks, "I will tell you why I know you Win be k^t, and 
preserved — ^if you only strive for it as you ought. I wits in ^ 
the chaise with your mother the night she died; when she '• 
was hastening home to you, a baby. At the moment of the 
accident, when the chaise was going over, and she saw her 
danger, and possibly foresaw her death — ^for when, death 
eomes to take the body^ it is said to be visibiLe to the Irring 



OVBROOICINa. 



307 



Wjfiiit — in that last mbment she ofiEered up a prayer. ' My 
Savioarl I can but commend my children to. thee. Do 
tbom mak^ them thine, and keep them from the evilT 

**Mr. William,*' added Thomas Harding, ^*no dying 
itoother evet commended her children to Christ in yain. He 
will keep you fipom the evil, if you earnestly ask him." 

William was much affected. Harding, I cannot do it, 
6/ myself. All my efforts come to nought." 

**No, sir, not of yourself: if we could do things of our- 
selves, Christ would not have told us to go to him. He is 
waiting to g*ve you aid, if you will only ask him; you will 
not ask in vain. I have long wanted to say this to you, Mr. 
William, but I did not know how. Forgive me, sir." 

William wrung Thomas Harding^s hand with a grateful 
pressure, and continued his way towards the churchyard. 
He halted at the gate, as his brother had done before him, 
attracted by the white gravestones and the moimds of earth, 
which stood out so brightly in the moonlight. Conspicuous 
«midst them was the Danesbury tomb, and he stepped to- 
^thtrdri H. There she lay, his own mother, there was her 
irttme-^" Isabel, the wife of John Danesbury." The words 
oi Haa^c^g were ringing in his ears, and William's feelings 
6ra«Mtoe hi6i: he bowed his head upon the iron railings, 
affid bM^ kkto a flood of passionate tears, such as only man 

*^li.f mother! do thou pray for me still, if it may be per- 
mitted thee. My Saviour I teach me to pray. Keep me 
firom the evil, assht asked of thee: teach and help me to 
overcome!" 

Exceedingly surprised he was, to hear footsteps close to 
him; and, more surprised still, to find they were Arthur's. 
Th^ llittel^ finked his arm within his. 

inM tnait the gate and saw you come in. William, what 
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distresses you? Let me know it. We are alone in the 
world, save Isabel." 

am so angry and vexed with myself f Arthur, I have 
been striving to do right, to abstain: for three weeks not a 
drop of liquor of any sort had passed my lips, and water waa 
becoming palatable. To-night has undone it all." 
"How was it?" 

**Bell came to my house about his machines, and said he 
would have some brandy-and-water. I sat by while he 
drank it, taking none — though it was a sore temptation. 
Afterwards we had to go to the Kam, to find Sears. Laugh- 
ton and some more of my old cronies were there, and I was 
such a weak fool as to be tempted to drink." 

"Much?" 

"One glass." 

"I wish you had not. But, William, do not despair; if 
there were nothing to resist, there would be no victory. Let 
the relapse serve to strengthen you for future fight. Seek 
aid where you know it may be found." 

"I will seek it; I do," answered WiUiam. "But no one 
knows how hard the struggle i^^the physical pain of 
abstaining — the inward, mental craving to fight against." 

"He knows, and He is all-sufficient. K you had nothing 
to overcome, where would be the reward? ^He that over- 
cometh shall inherit all things; and I will be his God, and 
he shall be my son.' Oh, William, think of the glorioas 
end! Persevere, and it will surely be yours." 

Almost the same words that his wife, some weeks ago, had 
caused him to read to her. William wrung his brother's 
hand, as he had just before wrung Thomas Harding's, and 
departed to his home. 
He took a light, and went up stairs to his bed-room, shut 
bimaelfhiy and paced about^ too uneasy to sit, or rest. His 
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mind was a chaos: self-reproach, self- anger, doubt, des- 
pondency, and hope. Yes, in the midst of it all, there was 
a little ray of hope, whispering him that, if he so willed it, 
the victory would be his. How should he choose? On the 
one side, there was indulgence in his much-loved propensity, 
a downward course of degradation and despair, ruin to his 
body, and, in the end, to his immortal soul. On the other 
side, there was abstinence, self-denial, the drinking of water 
instead of wine; but, with it, came hope, peace, the ardent 
fulfilment of his appointed duties, a happy home here, and 
the end, everlasting life. If he embraced the first, he must 
reject his Saviour: if the latter, that ever-gracious Saviour 
was waiting to help and strengthen him. 

William dropped his head upon his hands, and thought. This 
little fleeting life, whose length, compared with eternity, was 
but as a grain of sand to the clouds of it on the sea-shore! 
Eternity f for ever!-— for ever I He lost himself in striving to 
comprehend the depths of the word. All do. Robert and 
Lionel had entered on that "for ever." How? What was 
their state? What might be their remorse, their suffering at 
that very moment, then, when he was spared, in mercy, and 
could yet choose the good or the evil? Their bodies were 
mouldering under the tombstones in the churchyard, but their 
never-dying souls had passed at once into futurity. What 
might it be for them? What would it be for him, unless he 
could overcome? 

William shuddered, and, taking his wife^s Bible, opened 
it at the Book of Revelations. He was looking for the 
places, he knew there were several, which promise life to 
those who overcome; but as he turned over the leaves, his 
eyes fell on some other words. 

And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God; 
and the books were opened: and another book was opened, 
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which is the book of life: and the dead were judged out of 
those things which were written in the books, according to 
their works." 
According to ihdr works! 

^^And whosoever was not fonnd written in the book of 
life was cast into the lake of fire." 

Then he found what he was looking for. And read the 
several verses fervently, with a yearning heart: a heart 
that felt its weakness, and its need of God. The following 
were the two last his eyes fell on: — 

"To him that overcometh will I give to eat of the hidden 
manna, and will give him a white stone, and in the stone a 
new name written, which no man knoweth, saving he that 
receiveth it. 

"To him that overcometh will I give to eat of the tree of 
life, which is in the midst of the paradise of God." 

William Danesbury fell on his knees and bow^d his head 
on the book, and sobbed as he had sobbed in the churchyard. 
Earnestly he prayed; prayed that, from that night hence- 
forth, he might never return to his besetting sin, but might 
be kept in his recurring hours of temptation j and, in the 
end, so overcome, as to sit down with the redeemed in para- 
dise. 

He continued long in prayer. Perhaps it waa the finrt 
time in William Danesbury^s life that he had ever learned so 
to pray: to pray with earnest sobs and cries, not loud, but 
from the very depths of his heart; urgently as a drowning 
man calls for help to the living: it was the first time he had 
found how very near to him God was, how ready to hear 
him. He felt that he was a changed man from that hour: 
changed, in so far as that he had learned the need of aid and 
Tvliere to obtain it ; and, when he rose from his knees, there 
vraa a never-yet-known B]g>Vnl oi "^e-oe and comfbrt difiused 
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tbrough his soul. It made Mm think inyaluntarily of the 
new name written on the white stone; perhaps he might yet 
gain that. 

He remembered that he had to go for his wife. Descend- 
ing the stairs, and entering the sitting-room for his hat, 
which he had left there on coming in, his eyes fell on the 
brandy bottle. Without a moment's deliberation he carried 
it outside the door and emptied its contents on the flower 
bed; then called to one of the servants to take4;he bottle 
down stairs. **^May I ever be as resolute in rejecting itl" 
he aspirated. 

His thoughts were still bu^ as he walked along the road. 
Strange to say, though he could scarcely account for the 
sensation, he felt a s^ise of happiness, of security, that he had 
never felt previously; as if he had ent^ed on the right path 
to be reconciled to God. " What can that new name be, 
which none knoweth, save he who receiveth it?" he deli- 
berated. "I wonder whether it can be peace; perfect, in- 
ward peace?" 

When he reached the presence of his wife, she looked ap- 
prehensively at him. His face was pale, his eyes were red; 
as she advanced close to him, his breath gave forth an odour 
she knew too well, and her heart sank within her. She put 
on her things directly, imd they set out to return home. It 
was a silent walk, for her tears were nearly overflowing, 
and she dared not speak; and William seemed buried in a 
reverie. As they passed through their own garden, she ex- 
claimed suddenly, "What a strong smell of brandy I" 

*' Yes," he replied, "there is. Do you know what I have 
been doing to-night, Anna? " 

v"What you ought not," she faintly said. "William, 
William, will nothing avail with you?" 

"It did not to-night. I had to go on business to the 
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Bam, and there I broke through. The temptation was ter- 
rible,^' he murmured; ^Hhe desire for it burning me, as a 
consuming fire^; and I yielded/' 

She was weeping silently. He had halted with her at the 
flower-bed, in the midst of the grass-plot. 

**So I came home, and I took a bottle of brandy; the last 
we had in the house, and which had been reached up, but 
not for me; and brought it out here, and emptied it on the 
earth. I trust — think — that with this night my worst 
struggle is over. I believe that henceforth my strife will 
not be in vain. Anna! I have never said so much as that." 

"You — ^will — strive — ^in earnest?" she slowly breathed, 
scarcely daring to admit the rush of joy, which his words, 
and, still more, his manner, brought her: ^^strive aright?'' 

" Ay. And overcome — ^by the help of God." 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

Not for many a day had so great a commotion arisen in 
Eastborough. A commodious building in the heart of the 
town, belonging to Mr. Danesbury, was being repaired and 
done up, and lighted with gas; to be rendered, so the report 
ran, as attractive as the gin-palace, which reared its un- 
blushing front nearly opposite. A second gin-palace it was 
going to be, as was told throughout the place; and the com- 
motion was caused by a curious rumour that these various 
alterations were not being made for any tenant who might 
have taken the place, but for, and on account of, the land- 
lord himself — Mr. Danesbury. 

"Mr. Danesbury I" echoed the excited crowd. "He set 
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up a gin -palace; that is, cause it to be set up; after all*lie 
has said and done, all his goings-on against drink to us! : 

It was inexplicable. But beyond doubt the building be- 
longed to Mr. Danesbury ; and beyond doubt it was not to 
let. One who was in want of such a house applied to be- 
come its tenant; but Mr. Danesbury 's reply was, that he 
required it for his own purposes. Partitions were being 
taken down inside, and small rooms made into larger. The 
commotion increased; but the doubt was set at rest, for one 
of the artizans at the works respectfully put the question to 
Mr. Danesbury — the man was one who never drank, 
"Was itresklly to be a house of entertainment for the men?" 

"Yes, it is. I intend it in opposition to the public-houses, 
and especially to the gin-palace opposite," replied Mr. 
Danesbury. "My workmen must go out at night, it seems, 
and drink, so it occurred to me that I might as well derive 
some benefit from the habit, much as I disapprove of it. I 
hope, in a few weeks from this, it will be open and flourish- 
ing, and will have taken some custom from the other 
houses." 

The questioner was confounded, far more than he could 
have been, had his master seriously assured him that black 
was white. 

"I beg your pardon, sir," he said. 

"Why?" 

" For asking, sir. I have heard 'em on, some days, in the 
place, a-talking that it was the master^s, and was meant for 
a gin-shop, and it made me quite angry to hear it, because 
I did not believe it, and I thought I'd get your leave, sir, to 
contradict it." 

"On the contrary," said Mr. Danesbury, "you may con- 
firm it, that it is mine, and say that I hope they will give me 
their custom." 
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The man walked away like one in a dceam. Whatev^ 
had come over his sober, respectable master? Coonteimce 
a gin-shop! nay, open one I The moce he reflected on it, 
the mOTe he was puzzled; and he repettbed th» news,.«nid 
dins set all doubts at rest. 

The reader has not forgotten the row of houses partlci^Mly 
mentioned, as being occupied by men employed at the worksL 
It still existed, and many of its former jtenanta jneb lurad 
there. A few of the houses had changed occupants; and it 
mt^ be remarked that all the changes, mve those eau%ed by 
death, had been led to by intemperate habits. Mrs. Grould 
lived there as before, a goodly ma4;ron. The GronJkis were 
pretty prosperous, though — ^it wns the old stcMy-r-not so 
much so as they would have been, had Eidiard Gould speott 
less in drink. Many '^nt more than he, and Jessy still had 
help from her friends, so that they were tolerably flourishing. 
The same features that you saw there formerly, you might 
have seen there yet. Tailor and his wife, the ^kvmken 
couple, had gone, drunkards, to their kindred dust. The 
husband of the poor, half-starved Mrs. Reed had relapsed 
from bad to worse, and from bad to worse again, until she 
and her children had found a refuge in the workhouse. Go 
there and ask after them : the mother is in it still, a deoajed 
pauper; the children have emancipated themselves from 
workhouse authority— the boys, men now, are vagabondising 
about the counti^^, and the girls have entered upon /courses 
which can never be redeemed. A knot of these tenant- 
wives in Prospect Row were standing before their doors, 
discussiDg the astounding fact just reported to them, thut 
the proprietor of the new gin-palace teas IVIr. Danesbuiy. 

"I wouldn't have believed it of him," resentfully crier 
Mtb, Gould, ^^and so I told Uncle Harding when the rumou 
jfirst got wind. ^^Ix. Arthur set up anew public, ar 
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put a man in to keep it? — ^No!' said I, 'that he never 
wiU.'" 

"All gas, and glare, and glitter, to 'tice our men in to 
drink, like 'tother horrid place," chimed in another. "They 
wastes money enough, as it is: what^ll they do when the 
master hisself encourages 'em direct?" 

"It's my certain conviction, and has been all along," 
sajd Mrs. Gould, "that the way in which Mr. Danesbury 
and Mr. Arthur set their faces against the liquor-shops, 
kept many a workman within bounds, who would not have 
been ^ept within them, but for that. Mr. Arthur's turning 
round is a great misfortune upon us, and some of us will 
rue the day his place opens." 

"'Cause we don't rue it enough, as it is," called out a 
miserable womai;i with a torn cap and hanging hair. " How 
much d'ye suppose my brute of a fellow brought me home 
last Saturday night — or Sunday momiug, for that's what it 
was? Six shillings." 

"Shame!" was murmured around. 

" He'U bring home three next, when he have got this 
shop, of the master's, to sot at. And the children in rags, 
and me famishing, half my time. I wish I was dead, I do." 

"I'd sooner have thought that Mr. Arthur would have 
finished those alms-houses for the old, which his father 
began to build some years ago, and was forced tp leave un- 
finished, through the expenses his sons brought upon him, 
than have turned his thoughts and his money to such a low- 
lived thing as this; low-lived for a Danesbury." 

"Oh, I don't know about low-lived; some of the first 
gents owns publics and liquor-shops, though they don't have 
anything to do with 'em personally, wouldn't set their proud 
feet inside one. But, for them alms-houses, it was said in 
tho f^ptnrv lAtplv. that now things was a-coming round & 
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bit, and some of the pulls upon him was gone, the master 
meant to finish 'em." 

' " Yes, low-lived," persisted Mrs. Grould : "it is so, for Mr. 
Arthur Danesbury. He and his father have always been 
such respectable, lofty men: I don^t mean lofty to us, or 
proud to us; we all know they are not that; but lofty in 
high and good things: for him thus to get up and start 
liquor-selling, is bringing him down dreadfully. Why, my 
husband, Kichard, would never have kept as tolerably sober 
as he has, but for the fear of getting out of the good books 
of the masters." 

"You know Tom Locke and his wife, who hurt himself 
in the machinery, and has never been able to do a good day's 
work since — ^well, it's them as the master is a-going to put in 
to keep it." 

"What, Tom Locke? Why, he's one of they temperance 
lot: he can't a-bear his nose to come a-nigh liquor, he can't. 
Nor her neither." 

"Who says it's going to be Tom Locke?" asked Jessy 
Gould. 

"I says so; and I says so 'cause I heard it. A rum lot 
he was, I thought at first, to put into a gin-shop, one as 
abominates the sight and smell of it, but it came into my 
head afterwards that that was the master's depth: if he had 
put in one that liked it, he'd have toped away some of the 
profits. .So Tom Locke is just the right sort of man." 

" Well, it's a new thing for us to be standing here abus- 
ing Mr. Danesbury," uttered Mrs. Gould. "It does not 
sound right: our best praises have never been good enough 
for him, till now." 

" But who was to think he would turn round, like this? 
I say, did you hear of the row at the Pig-and- Whistle last 
night?" 
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"Oh yes, I heered on't. My husband was in it, worse 
lack. They got fighting, some of 'em, and a heap of glasses 
was broke, which doubled the score. Wretches!" 

As may be gathered from the above conversation, the 
female portion of the community did not view with favour 
Mr. Danesbury's new scheme. With the men, it was, on 
the whole, popular; though the surprise amongst all classes 
was unbounded. 

Mr. Danesbury was one evening coming out of the new 
place— palace, shop, or whatever it might be called, when 
he encountered Thomas Harding, who was passing. Well," 
said he, cheerily, "we are getting on; we shall soon open." 

"Are you, sir?" 

" What say those most concerned? *' 

" The women are outrageous, sir," said Harding, with a 
merry twinkle in his eye. "Our relation, Jessy, one of the 
worst. They expect to be reduced to shorter commons than 
usual, now Hhe master countenances the drink.' You have 
lost caste, sir, with them." 

Mr Danesbury laughed, and proceeded on his way. 

He was going to Mrs. Philip Danesbury's. When he 
arrived there, Miss Heber was alone, she was sitting at the 
window enjoying the lovely evening. Her rich black silk 
dress and jet ornaments became her well. Kather tall, 
slender and graceful, with clearly-cut, expressive features, 
and an earnest, thoughtful eye, she looked, in her way, as 
noble as did Arthur Danesbury. 

She rose when he entered, and extended her hand. He 
took it and retained it, and they stood together before the 
window in the last rays of the setting sun, watching the 
clouds of crimson and purple, which were capped by brilliant 
streaks of golden light. 
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'^Did yoa ever see a more beatrtiful Bunset?'' exclahned 
Miss Heber. 

^'I do liot know that I have. I was thmking so aa I 
came aloDg." 

*' I am florrj my aunt is out. Sbe 

am glad of it,'* interrupted Arthur. Because my 
fisit this evening is to you." 

Something in his tone caused the conscious colour to flu& 
into Miss Heber's cheeks; possibly she had a foreshadowing 
of what was to oome; and, in her maidenly reserve, she 
'trould have witlidrawn her hand from his. 

**No, Mary, suffer it to remain. I am going to ask you 
to give it me for my own." 

The flush extended now to her brow, even to her neck, 
and die dropped her head, and her eyes sank beneath the 
gaze of his. 

have waited for you long: you know I hare, Mary. 
For though I would not speak, until I saw my way clear, I 
am sure you have never mistaken me. Will you entrust 
your happiness to my keeping? — will you give yourself to 
Boefor an time?'' 

She burst into tears, and turning half round towards him, 
if^ffered him to dtaw her iace to his breast, and hold it 
there; 

Then — after a pause — ^they began to speak of details. He 
wished that they should be married with but little dday. 
She objected, saying that twelve months ought to elapse 
first, from the period of Mr. Danesbury^s death. 

^^Con you give me one good reason for that, Mary?" he 
returned. "Custom? Well, we can afford to dispense with 
custom. Do you think that I— -or you — shall forget my 
dear father the sooner, or regret him one iota the less, be- 
cause we become united together?" 
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"No. Oh no." 

"Then I know of no other point your objection can 
carry. Behevef ihe^ Mary^ I fihouM be the* last to suggest 
aiiything that could imply disrespect to him. And, were it 
posedble that he could hear us now^ I know he would judge 
my ftiotives aright, and approve of what I urge." 

A Imppy, reassured expression rose to her face, and she 
began to think her objection not insuperable. 

"I am lonely at home: it isa large house for me to inhabit 
a]one," h« resumed with a ftmile. " But that is not the chief 
argument. I want a help-tnate in my new plans, a second 
self." 

"With your workmen?" she asked^ looking up. 

"With my workmen f my poor, igncnrant, improvident 
workmen, i want a lady^ you, Mary — and if you never 
were to be anything to me, I can truthfully say I know of 
noBii^ TtiOTQ £t — to go to their homes, and try to talk, or 
beat, or soothe something better into the wives. Tou have 
learned iAj plans as to the men, but it will be of little use 
liking to raise them firom what they are, so long as the 
Women are dirty and careless, and make their houses every- 
thing they ought not to be. A man could not effect this; 
it must be a wotnan; one who will go amongst them, and 
take an interest in their cares and troubles, and show tiiem 
how they may be made lighter. Now," he added, in a 
gayer tone, "it would not quite do for Miss Heber to go, 
^nceming herself -^th Mr. Danesbury^s work-people, but 
h will be the very thing for Mrs. Danesbury." 

Her lips parted with a smile. She had no argument at 
hand to refute his words. 

"And I want a counsellor, Mary: one to whom I can 
come for advice and help: I want you." 

"Oh, Arthur I" she exclaimed in surprise, "/counsel youl 



320 



DAKESBUBY HOUSE. 



I blush to think how very unworthy I am, compstred \nth 
you." 

"A kind, loving fHend and counsellor," he whispered, 
who will wait for me and welcome me when the btistle and 
cares of the day are over — ^who will listen to my schemes, 
and share my trials, and cheer on my hopes, whether of time 
or of eternity. My dearest! I know that you will be all 
this." 

^^I will be aU I possibly can," she answered, the tears 
glistening in her eyes; t^ars of joy, not of grief, for none, 
save herself, knew how passionately, for years, she had loved 
Arthur Danesbury. "And I will do what I can for the 
work-people. I used to think it wrong that Mrs. Danes* 
bury did not take a personal interest in them." 

"My own mother did. I have heard Harding say so 
many times. I have heard him say that, had she lived, the 
women never would have become the slatternly, quarrel- 
some scolds in their homes, that they are. But, she was re- 
moved early. The second Mrs. Danesbury would not notice 
them : I do not suppose she entered a single cottage the 
whole time that she was my father*s wife. There is much 
to do, much to be effected." 

"Will it be effected?" returned Miss Heber. 

"Not perhaps as I could wish it to be — not as it might be, 
if the men and women were more enlightened; half of them 
are without any education whatever, cannot read or write. 
But a great deal may be done; I feel that it will; we shall 
both bring earnestness and hope to the rescue. Mary! I 
purpose to devote, in a degree, my life to this object. Next 
to my own family, I mean to you, and — to — ^" he mo- 
mentarily hesitated, but continued with a half smile — "those 
who may be born to us, I shall consider these poor depen- 
danta. Not only my energies shall be given to their service, 
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to th^ raising them, bodies, and bquIs^ to a more healthy con- 
dition, but a great portion of my income must be spent 14 
it. I 'v\rarn you of this, beforehand.''. 

"Oh yes, Arthur," she earnestly replied, "indeed you will 
find me agree with you in all, and help you. When wealth 
is being accumulated by commerce, and no part of it, save 
their bare wages, is ever applied benefit the poor aiding 
operatives, I think a sin must lie at the rich man's door. It 
may be justice in the sight of man, to pay them but their simple 
due, and leave them to make the best of it in indifierence 
fuid neglect; but it cannot be, in the sight of God. Devote 
as much of yours as you will to the workmen, Arthur, I 
^hall never say you Nay." 

"My darling," he murmured, bringing her face nearer to 
his, "I hope and trust ^e shall be able to do our duty to 
them and to ourselves; and to Him, who has placed us here 
to do it, aud made us rich, and them poor. Our probation- 
ary time on earth is but short at its best: may we always 
remember, in the great trials of life and in its small daily 
cares, in the pleasant social intercourse with friends and in 
the dearer sunshine of our own home, that we are but travel- 
lers here, making our short journey to a better lani^I" 



CHAPTER XXV. 

April came in, and the new gin -palace was ready to be 
opened. But it lacked one thing; a sign. This troubled 
the gazers amazingly, both men and women ; neither had it 
great putward embellishments. The gaudy place ppposite 
had a large gold a4ima.l (gold, to look at) extended, by- 
means of projecting iron rpds, over the whole wi^tlji of the 
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door, and a foot further on either side. It might have been 
taken for any of the quadrupedd that came out of Noah*^ 
ark, though, to say which, would have puzzled Noah him- 
self; but there was a long board underneath, whose painted 
letters decided the question; ^*The Brazen Bull.'^ 

Not to have honoured the new place with any sign at all, 
gave considerable offence to numbers, who were already its 
warm partisans and supporters in prospective. Somebody 
ventured to name the omission to Mr. Danesbury. 

"A sign, they want, do they?" said he. "I have not 
thought of one. Let them call it — call it — ^the 'Star of 
Hope.' I hope it will prove one." 

On the evening of the grand opening, Mr. Danesbury 
summoned all his operatives before him, of whatever degree, 
in the large machine-room of the factory, which had been 
cleared for the occasion. It was just before the hour for 
leaving work. He stood upon a raised platform, that all 
might see him as he addressed them ; his brother William, 
and a few gentlemen, who were taking an interest in the 
new undertaking, being by his side. 

"My friends, I have assembled you here, but not to 
keep you for many minutes, as it is but a few words I wish 
to say to you now: and, the fewer I say, the better pleased 
you will be, for I feel sure that you are on thorns to be off 
to that new palace of mine. Is it not so?" 

A murmur; then laughter; then a hearty cheer for their 
master. 

I shall be very happy to see you all there; but there are 
certain conditions attached to your entenng, and it is to 
acquaint you with them that I have called you before me. 
Because," and here he spoke very slowly and distinctly, "un- 
less you can take upon yourselves to observe them, yon 
would be just as well away; at least, for the present.^* 
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*♦ Let's have 'em, sir; we shan't objec' to 'em," called out 
a voice from the far end of the room. 

" Was that yon, Joe Smith?" cried Mr. Danesbury. 

A roar of laughter against Joe Smith, who, not having 
bargained for his voice to be recognised, shrank into no- 
thing. 

"The first condition is, that whoever goes in to-night, 
mnst undertake to go in for a whole month, never omitting.'^ 

Oh, everybody would promise that. 

" Stop a bit," said Mr Danesbury, "don't promise any- 
thing till you have heard me further. The second condition 
is, that you must remain firm to my establishment for the 
whole month, and not enter any other, during that period.'' 

No danger they'd want to leave the master's for anybody 
else's! 

" The third is, that for that month nobody pays for what 
they take. I stand treat for all." 

A deafening roar; the huzzas seemed never coming to an 
end. 

"And the fourth is, that you must, during that period, 
endeavour to persuade yourselves — that you will make an 
effort to persuade yourselves, to continue in future to patro- 
nise my establishment, and not the one — over the way." 

Another roar; everybody's voice drowning everybody 
else's, in vows that they would do so: as if they would 
patronise any but the master's! 

"Stop a bit, yet," said Mr. Danesbury. "You have 
heard the conditions of entrance: you must now hear a 
little of the rules and regulations. In the first place, no 
man drinks more than I choose." 

A dead silence. 

"In the second, no man must grumble at the liquor. It 
may be quite different from what he has been accustomed 



%o; \mt if he undertakes to go in, must ^bink it, and not 
grumble." 
That they'di promise. 

^'My friends, listen. Ypu hare bee^n accustomed to. drink 
beer, %it you think good; gin^ that you think good; but 
suppose in my establishment you meet with only bad b6€ir 
and bad gin, next to undrinkable — ^you know I do not 
patroni^e either, myself and anj^ no judge — ^hat should you 
do, at being obliged to put up with them for a month? 
Would you do so, out of regard to your word passed to me?" 

Yes, they would. Bless the master! 'twouldn^t be his 
fault, if the sellers imposed upon him. 

*'But suppose you should get neither beer nor gin, bad or 
good? suppose the cheer you meet with should be totally 
different from that which you are accustomed to take ? sxip;- 
pose U should be unpalatahlef You must stiU observe the 
condition of remaining your mouth." 

Well— they'd do that. 

"Finally, my men, understand fully, and then decide. If 
you go at all, you must go for the month, evening by even- 
ing; and you must abide by the cheer provided for you, 
even though it be not beer, or spirits, or any drink of thi^t 
sort. Jioe Smit^, could you manage to live without beer or 
spirits for a month?" 

"I can't rightly say, sir," hesitated Joe. 

"My friends, those of you who think they cannot, 
had better not subscribe to my conditions, or enter; 
for, understand me, the conditions and rules must be ob- 
served. But to you who do enter, I have a word more 
to say. Which of you ever found my father, or me, a hard 
master?" 

Not one — some looked ready to melt into tears. Mr. 
X>anesbury and Mr. Arthur had been masters, such as poor 
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worlmien did not often find: good, just, kind— ^ends'thej 
had been — ^nieve^ bad masters. 

" Then, if yoti havie found us thus," Mr. Danesbtdry ^- 
snmed, in a voice that could not altogether su'pprete Its 
emotion, "you will not mind a little sacrifice by way of 
return. If the cheer provided fdr you be not quite to your 
minds, put up with it; give ft, for one months a hearty trials 
in gratitude to my latie father, your honoured tnaster.*' 

The words and the tone carried the room with enthusiasm, 
and nearly every one bound himself in his own mind, and as 
fast as promises could do it, to stop out the month alt the 
new place, drink or no drink. 

A ticket was hoW given to each man. They were ^flTer- 
ently numbered, up to three. The superior managers and 
overlookers were not included in the invitation, though Mr. 
Danesbury intimated that to see them there would give him 
pleasure. The foremen, such as Thomas Harding, had 
number one; the next grade below, had number Wo\ 'and 
the last, number three. It was understood there wete three 
reception rooms, and the ticket merely indicated which they 
were to enter, to prevent over-crowding and confusion. The 
men went out, after three times three for Mr. Danesbury. 

"We will look in upon you in the^sourse of the evening," 
said Mr. Danesbury to the men. 

Curiosity was excited to the utmost to see the inside of 
the fjamons gin-palace, and they crowded in, but in ah 
orderly manner, arid were shown to their appointed r66m, 
each apartment being conspicuously numbered. iN'o diflRer- 
ence had been made in their 'fittings-up, and the classing of 
the men had only been according to their suitability, in grade 
and intellect, as companions. The place was brilliant with 
^as, and with an immense fire in each room, in ornamental 
open grates, quite as brilliant as the old gin-palaoe; tables, 
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small and large, and chairs and benches were scattered 
about; busts of great and good men were standing in niches 
and corners; a few pictures, maps, etc., were on the waUs; 
the better aart of the dear and the cheap periodicals, 
monthly and weekly; plenty of newspapers, and plenty 
of books, scientific, useful, entertaining, and amusing; also, 
there were several sets of chess And draught men. A more 
complete picture of comfort the men had nerer entered on, 
although it wanted the bottles and barrels and shining taps 
of the gin-shop. 

Might the men smoke? It was an anxious question. Oh 
yes ; Mr. Danesbury knew that, to some oi the men, tobacco 
was more than their daily food, and, to strive to put away 
that, would have crushed the scheme in the onset. He did 
pot find tobacco—the men had to luring that. When they 
had had time to settle themselves in their seats, and talk off 
some of Uieir first w<wder, a steaming cup of delicious coffee, 
Kuch as^ome of them had never tasted, was brought for each 
man, with a substantial slice of bread-and-butter, really 
good bread-and-butter, not like what they got at home. A 
superior reader was appointed to each room to read aloud, if 
the men preferred it to conversation. 

Sol that was their master's gin-palace 1 A comfortable 
asylum, where they might enjoy each other's society, hear 
the news, and be well-lighted and warmed, all at his expense. 
^^They might have knowed that he never would countenance 
a liquor traffic — where was their wits to have believed such 
a thing?" 

^^The coffee, too, that was at his expense. Well, it 
wam't bad." 
" Bad! it were deadly good." 
Yes, it were; and so were the bread-and-butter. But 
About the beer?" 
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**And thegin?'^ 

Nobody could say. Any more than that they had passed 
their words to their good master, and they must put up with 
the evening coffee for a month. 

^^And at the end of the month we will talk again,^^ said 
Mr. Danesbury, appearing just as the last words were 
spoken. Perhaps we may enter on a fresh agreement 
then. Did you find the coffee to your liking? " 

They had never tasted the like — for coffee. 

Mr. Danesbury laughed. He sat down for a little while 
and conversed cheerfully with the men: not about his hopes 
and schemes, he had done talking of them for a month, and 
n,ow left them to their own working; but about indifferent 
topics of interest. After that, he passed into the other 
rooms successively. 

I think it will answer, William,^^ he whispered, as they 
were crossing the well-lighted hall to leave. 

^^JSodo 1,^' answered William, ^^I did not see a dissatisfied 
face Amongst them." 

"If, at the month's end, we have only gained over a few, 
it will be something effected; and we must hope on, And 
work on.'' 

*'It will come, it will come in time," said William. 
"Perhaps not with all of them, but with a great portion." 

"The next step, will be to try and induce them to leave 
off beer at home. Not yet: we must go to work gradually, 
little by liUle." 

"If we can but do that," eagerly answered William, 
"that they may get out of liking the taste of it, and so out 
of the craving for itl You don't know, Arthur, how much 
lies in that; what a help it is." 

"No: but you do, now." 

"Yes, thank God." 
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Arthur pressed his arm with true affection; hut what he 
would have said more, was arrested; for, oti ^ing out into 
the street, they foilnd themdelveB in the midst '6f a drowd of 
women. 

News of the astounding truth hsA been cattied to them: 
that the new place was fio drinkibg place, tut one to kfeidp 
iheir husbands and Sons from drink. The tiding had 
spread from cotts^^ to cottage, from hdiise to house, atid 
the excited women, full of joy and thankfulness, had flown 
to the new ptace aiid stood flocking round it, eag6r for 
more particular confirmation. Even the respectable Mrs. 
Gould had gone, and she was the fitst to address Mr. 
I^anesbury. 

"Oh, sir," she said, almost in impiassioned tones, "I don't 
know how to forgive myself. I gave ear to the wicked, dis- 
reputable report that this was to be a gin -palace; arid, kfber 
watching your goodness, as I had, all through so many years! 
We shall never thank you enough, sir, for opening it what 
it is." 

"We all joined in the delusion, sir, more shaine to us for 
doubting you," cried another : " we never thought it wais 
going to be nothiug but a gin- palace." 

"Yes," sjniledMr. DiEine8l)ury, "the report did get about. 
Not from me: I certainly never said it was going to be a 
gin-palace. But when I found you had picked up the 
notion, I did not contradict it." 

" Well, sir, I suppose we jumped to the thought, through 
seeing of it a-doing up so nice. I hope all the blessings in 
the world will rest upon you, sir, for trying to do something 
to reform our toping pigs of husbands." 

"Perhaps I shall try to do something to reform you next," 
said Mr. Danesbury. 

The crowd looked at him, wonderingly. 
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"My good women," said lie, in his low, clear, kindly tone, 
which reached the ears atid the 'consciences of all, "hoW 
many oif you have done isinything t6 induce your husbands 
not to tope— except in the way of scolding and abuse? 
Have you — speak to you all individually — made his home 
comfortable and peaceable'? hhve you kept it clean and 
fcheerful? have you ever liiet him with kind Words? I fear 
not," 

They were fearing not also, just then : and scarcely an 
eye dared to meet that of Mr. Danesbury. 

"There have been faults on both sides," he resumed; "I 
am sure you are now feeling that there have been. I am 
trying what I can do to mend your husbands' faults; per- 
haps in a little time I may see what can be done towards 
mending yours. I speak in all kindness." 

"Bless Mr. Danesbury I for ever bless Mr. Danesbury!" 
was echoed around, " we shall never know another gentle- 
man like him." 

Arthur raised his hat, and, passing his arm within his 
brother's, walked away. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 
€antln»ion. 

It was a lovely day in June; the sun shone on the green 
trees, and the blue sky was without a cloud. All East- 
borough, high and low, rich and poor, had gathered round 
the church, save those who had been able to get inside it, 
for it was the marriage day of Arthur Danesbury and Mary 
Heber. In deference to the recent melancholy deaths in the 
family, the wedding was as quiet as possible. No cere- 
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monioug breakfast was given, and Mary was plainly attired, 
for they were to go off from the church door. 

They were in the church now, a small party only ; and the 
officiating clergyman was Mary^s brother, the Rev. Henry 
Heber. 

May all good luck and prosperity attend them ardently 
uttered old Mrs. Harding. " If any man ever deserved it 
in this world, it is Arthur Danesbury." 

" He does that," acquiesced the listeners. " Only think 
of his having loved this young lady for years, yet he put 
aside his own wishes for the sake of his family." 

" For them two good-for-nothings, poor lost young fel- 
lows! It^s not many as would consider his brothers before 
himself, and help them to the money he wanted to marry 
upon." 

" Not more for their sakes than for his father's," rejoined 
Mrs. Harding. Had he breathed a wish to marry, the old 
gentleman would have lived upon a crust himself, but what 
he should have been enabled to do it, and Mr. Arthur knew 
that, and kept it aU locked up in his own breast. He de- 
serves happiness now, for he has waited for it patiently, and 
done his duty by every body before himself. Ay, and happi- 
ness wiU be his; he is one who may sit down under the 
shadow of his own vine and his own fig-tree, as was pro- 
mised to the obedient imder the Old Dispensation." 

" Hush! here they come! Look! they two first, she lean- 
ing on his arm. How pretty she looks with her flushed rose 
cheeks, and her sweet pleasant eyes. See! he walks bare- 
headed." 

It was the bride and bridegroom, now Mr. and Mrs. 
Danesbury. She wore a rich grey silk dress, a white 
bonnet and veil. The rest of the party followed, but 
nobody regarded them. Very good and noble did he look 
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as he led her, through the sea of faces to the chariot, 
placed her in, and took his seat beside her. The post- 
boys touched their horses, but they could only move at 
a snail^s pace, unless there had been outriders to clear 
the road, and the crowd burst into a simultaneous shout, 
men waved their hats, and women shook their handker- 
chiefs. One woman, in her eager excitement, shook her 
baby by mistake, until the poor Utile thing^s breath was at 
the last gasp. Blessings on the future of Mr. and Mrs. 
Danesbury." 

Mary sat back in the chariot, but he leaned forward and 
bowed around him; and the crowd shouted again, as they 
caught his genial smile. 

And then, when the post-boys had cleared the throng, and 
put their horses into a canter, a perfect shower of old shoes 
flew after the carriage, for good luck; some aUghting on it, 
some beside it, some over it, amidst the horses; himdreds, 
they looked, whirling forward through the air. It seemed 
as though every man, woman, and child had brought with 
them their old shoes, to throw after the bridegroom and 
bride. 

Just as lovely a day, only hotter, arose a month later, in 
July. Preparations were making for a feast at Danesbury 
House. A large tent was erected in the adjacent field, and 
tables upon tables were set out in it, for all the workmen 
and their wives were to dine there, and spend a joyous holi- 
day. In-doors, a table was laid for guests. Mr. and Mrs. 
Danesbury, who had just returned home, had some visitors 
staying with them; Lord and Lady Temple, their young 
children, and Mr. and Mrs. St. George, the two latter hav- 
ing arrived by that moming^s train, the others, including 
Arthur and his wife, the previous night. A few intimate 
friends were expected from the neighbourhood, and the first 
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to enter waA Mrs. PhiKp Ddncfsbuii^. iPiyUowing close upon 
her, came William and his Vif e ; William with a clear, bright 
countenance, very different itom Vhat it used to be: kilft 
next arrived old liJr ?ratt, bringing with him a tall gentle- 
manly young man, with a fresh colour and intelligent coun- 
tenance. Mr. DKnesbury, cahn, noble, kind as ever, m^ 
itiem on the '^itepB. 

" May I introduce somebody else, as well as myself?" de- 
manded the old doctor, in his quaint Way, as he shook hands 
heartily with Arthur. 

Arthur took the young man's hands. "It is not your 
grandfion?" 

" Yes, it is. He is come to stay a fortnight with me, out 
of the poisonoiiis smoke and smells of London. He tells me 
he once 6aw Mr. Arthur Danesbury." 

"Yes," replied Arthur, looking kindly at hiim; "it was 
in Mr. St. Gr^orge's ofl&ce; the day he was about to enter on 
his Hew employment. How have you got on?" 

" Gbton," interrupted old Mr. Pratt; "he is the right 
hand of his master, they tell me; never was such a head for 
construction, drawing, and the like. And, what's more, he 
is steady," he emphatically added. 

Edmund Pratt stood listening, with a pleasant but em- 
barrassed smile. Arthur turned to him, and spoke in a low 
tone. 

"I heard Mr. St. Greorge make a bargain with you. 
Have you kept it?" 

" Strictly, sir," was the ready answer, whilst his colour 
deepened. " I am, in the strict sense of the word, a water- 
drinker." 

" Good. And how is your ?" Mr. Danesbury hesi- 
tated. It was painful to a son to be asked after such a 
father. 



"Pon't i4quire," cried the old surgeon; "don't nu^ our 
minds' peace on this day. It is down, down, and down with 
him ; and it ever will be/' 

Mr. Danesbury turned away, for other guests were close 
upon them; and now they came rapidly. 

When all had arrived, they sat down in the dining-room 
to a slight mid-day meal, cold, with chocolate and coffee. 
Arthur presided. His fair ^e, truly a help-meet for him, 
both in person and mind, sat at his right hand. Lord Temple 
beyond her, and Isabel on the other side Arthur. They 
were all anxious to know how the " scheme " worked, Mr. 
St. George being especially eager, not to say satirical in his 
inquiries. 

"Arthur's gin-palace," merrily put in Mrs. Philip Danes- 
bury. 

"You opened it in April," cried Mr. St. George. "How 
did it answer, and how has it progressed?" 

Mr. Danesbury smiled. "I made use of a ruse to keep 
them for the first month," he began; "tricked them into it, 
as the men now, good-humouredly,say; and I think that was 
my strong point in the plan. Had they been at liberty to 
secede at pleasure, few would have remained beyond a night 
or two: when the novelty had worn off, away they would 
have gone again, to their dearly -loved beer-shop^." 

"Yes; undoubtedly Mr. Danesbury was wise enough to 
hit upon the right course, when he bound the men to him 
for a whole month," interposed Squire Hanson, a neigh- 
bouring gentleman and a magistrate. "I had my doubts 
about its succeeding; I confess it; for I was in his con- 
fidence ahnost from the first : but I am rejoiced to be able 
to say that my doubts have been dispelled, and his hopes 
realised." 

"All the men, who had embraced the proposition to patro- 
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nise my gin-shop," continued Arthur, laughing, "remained 
firm to their word passed to me, and came regularly." 

"Then the whole of your operatives did not embrace it?" 
interrupted Mr. St. Greorge. 

"More than three-fourths of them did : the rest hesitated, 
alarmed at my conditions. At the month's end, they had 
become, most of them, reconciled to the change : they could 
not fail to perceive the great benefit it was to their minds, 
their bodies, and their pockets. The public-house, intoxi- 
cating drinks, confusion, and expense : the master's house, 
(for that is what they have taken to call it,) clear heads, 
sociability, peace, and economy : besides, a few had actually 
begun to prefer the cup of coffee to the jugs of beer, and 
not a few were gathering a glimmering idea of the solemn 
fact, that they were different from the brute creation, and 
perhaps had not been sent into the world to Hve as such, 
and then die off and be forgotten." 

Mr Danesbury paused. But none interrupted him, and 
he resumed. 

"At the month's end, I bargained with them for another 
month : I knew it was useless to demand, or attempt, too 
much at first; for our fellow-men must be led, not driven. 
I spoke to them, as I had spoken at the onset. After touch- 
ing upon the advantages of the plan, which had then become 
obvious to themselves, I said, 'Will you be my guests for 
one more month, and oblige me? but, remember, if you 
enter upon the month, you must complete it.' Nearly all 
assented." 

"Nearly all?" 

"I think there were seven or eight only who did not. I 
suppose they had given way to the old longing for liquor, 
and could not, or would not, resist the returning to it. But, 
as a set-off against these deserters, four or five of the first 
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refusers voluntarily joined us, and are with us still. At the 
eM of the second month, the men spoke up, of themselves, 
and said they hoped to stay on at the master^s house for 
good, and never to go from it again. I told them that 
nothing should be wanting on my part to induce them to 
patronise it: that fresh supplies of books, as they were 
required, should be fiu*nished, with the daily and weekly 
newspapers; that I should be very frequently amongst them; 
and the light and warmth, the cup of coffee and bread-and- 
butter should welcome them. I consider it a wonderful vic- 
tory, and am thankful for it. I trust — do trust" — here 
his voice trembled a little — "that, even in this short periorl, 
they, and I, are already beginning to reap the reward : and 
I feel within me a perfect conviction, that a Higher Help, 
than any poor efforts or plans of mine, has been sending a 
blessing upon it." 

What was the matter with Mrs. Danesbury? Her eyes 
were cast down, and the tears were dropping on her flushed 
cheeks. Arthur glanced at her, and knew that her emotion 
arose from love to him. 

"I will say this," resumed Mr. Danesbury, "that since 
the men have been brought into contact with enlightened 
conversation and intelligence, their minds, short as the time 
is, have opened in a remarkable degree." 

"Say, rather, since their leisure hours have not been ren- 
dered useless, and their senses stupified, Arthur," interrupted 
Mrs. Philip Danesbiuy. "Formerly, it was work all day, 
and drink all night: how could they grow out of their igno- 
rance then?" 

"I can tell you, better than anybody, hqw the scheme 
works in private," cried out old Mr. Pratt, "and that's first- 
rate. There have been no beatings of wives since the mas- 
ter's house was opened, or calls upon my sticking-plaster. 
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Formerly they used to sulk home, half stupid, or reel home, 
swearing and abusive, all of which was vented on the unfor- 
tunate wives. Now they go home like cucumbers, cool and 
tranquil, upon good terms with themselves, and consequently 
upon good term^ with others. Some of them are positively 
putting by money towards buying blankets for winter: a 
thing they never did before." 

"But it bears better fruits than blankets," observed 
William Danesbury. "Many of them, after a three months' 
trial of coffee, do prefer it to beer or gin, as their evening 
beverage. You may not easily credit this," he added, lift- 
ing his eyes to the strangers present, "but, nevertheless, it 
is a fact. The next improvement we intepid to have a try 
at, is to make them water-drinkers in their own homes at 
mid-day." 

"When my wife shall have persuaded the women into 
rendering their homes something like homes, which she will 
set about forthwith," interposed Mr. Danesbury. 

"And not pig-sties and scolding dens," put in the old- 
surgeon. 

"But do you consider that beer with their dinner can do 
workmen harm?" inquired a voice. 

"It will do them no good," said Arthur Danesbury, "even 
if they should confine themselves to a mcderate quantity. 
But you very rarely find a working man do this, whatever 
may be his grade. I pray you not to mistake me," he 
hastily added: "I do not imply that a steady working 
man takes too much with his dinner, in the meaning 
we give to the term 'too much;' but his taking it at 
dinner leads him to take it afterwards. Suggest to an 
artizan to leave off his beer. 'Leave off my beer!* he 
will answer you, 'I should never have strength to go 
through my day's work.' There liep th^ fallacy. It is a 
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most mistaken conclusion. Beer gives a passing excitement, 
which lasts for the moment and appears like strength, but 
the effect goes speedily off, leaving the man weaker than he 
was before, and insupportably weary. Inquire of any work- 
man, whether, after drinking beer, he does not feel a lassi- 
tude creep over him at his work, an inclination to sit down 
and be idle. He does: and he believes he wants 'support- 
ing,' and sends for another pint and drinks it, to give that 
support ; and so it goes on, beer and lassitude, beer and las- 
situde, and beer again all the day through." 

But, allow me to put in a word ^myself, although it is in- 
terrupting Mr. Danesbury. Working man, you who read 
this — and I hope a great many of you will read it — ^have 
you ever tried to do without beer at your dinner? Never: 
you^ve always believed it to be as necessary to you as the 
dinner itself . Oh, try it now! Substitute water : make the 
effort, and give it a fair trial: if you find my theory wrong, 
and yours right, take to the beer again. Do not drink the 
water for one solitary day: that would be of no use. For 
the first day and the second, and perhaps for five or six days, 
you will make a wry face over the water, and gulp it down, 
as you will say "against the grain," and protest that you 
dislike it, as compared to your much-relished beer. But 
persevere. K you have fought the battle for so long, you 
can fight it still, and you will find that you are losing your 
dislike to the water. Persevere a little while, and you will 
begin to doubt (in spite of your prejudices, your wondering 
disbelief) whether you are not getting to like the water. Still 
a little longer, and there is no doubt about it, and you find 
your body is stronger for work, and your head clearer; no 
lassitude, or inertness, or disinchnation for labour will creep 
over you now. And when the battle is won, and you find 
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you have persevered, persevere on: if ever you relapse, it 
will be your own deliberate fault. 

And now I will tell you another thing. Were "it con- 
venient for you to drink a small cup of coffee after your 
dinner, before leaving for work again, the support and 
energy it will give you, both mental and bodily, are wonder- 
ful; and it is not a false energy that will fade away: it will 
do you good service till evening. He, who is here called 
Arthur Danesbury, one a vast deal wiser and better than I 
am, knew its invigorating properties: knew it by self -ex- 
perience. Tell your wife to make a small cup ready for you, 
and one for herself, if she likes, not for the children ; and in 
a short time you will thank me for having suggested it. In 
summer, when the mid-day fire is out, it can be made at 
breakfaat-time, and taken cold: never mind the milk. It 
will not cost much: not half as much as your dinner beer. 
And that's all I wished to say to you. 

One good result the plan has effected, " resumed Squire 
Hanson, " is, that two public-houses and three beer-shops 
have been already obliged to shut up, lacking customers." 

" I am glad to hear that," said Lady Temple. " There 
were so many." 

"I have done what I can," said Arthur. "I will do 
what I can, so long as I am spared health and strength and 
means. I felt that it was incumbent on me to strive to raise 
my dependants out of the degraded habits they were pur- 
suing ; a positive duty laid in my path ; a sin that would 
rest at my door, if I supinely neglected it." 

There was a pause. It was broken by Mr. St. George. 

" Now that Mr. Danesbury has had his say, I must have 
mine. Do you know, sir, that when the report of these 
doings, this wild scheme, reached town, you were looked 
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upon by practical, matter-of-fact men, as being a little 
touched here?" 

Mr. St. George tapped his forehead as he spoke, and his 
keen eyes twinkled with merriment. 

" I daresay it was so," laughed Arthur. " I believe a 
debate took place in Eastborough, amongst my brother 
magistrates, whether it might not be prudent to send for a 
doctor and keeper from Bedlam." 

" I assure you," resumed Mr. St. George, " I had my own 
doubts. Not as to your sanity; no, I don't say that; but 
as to whether you were not subsiding into a visionary; and 
the fear has chiefly brought me down to-day. * You can^t 
go,* said Serle to me, when the invitation came. 'I'll try,* 
said I, 'for it's right that somebody should see after Danes- 
bury;* and in spite of the law-courts, away I came." 

"Walter! how can you utter such nonsense?" remon- 
strated his wife. 

Nonsense? Well, Fll go to sober fact, then," said Mr. 
St. George, changing his tone to one of earnestness. 
"Danesbury, I don't know if there's another man living who 
would have thought of such a scheme ; or would have dared 
to put it in practice, if he had thought of it. He would have 
feared ridicule." 

Mr Pratt put his hale old face across the table, and spoke 
meaningly. "Is there another man living, such as Arthur 
Danesbury? And can ridicule approach himf" 

" I can only say, then," said Arthur in reply to Mr. St. 
George, "that if I have been the first to set the example, I 
hope others will follow it. But will you mention to me 
where lies, or may appear to he, the insane points of the 
plan?" 

Mr. St. George considered. "I suppose they lie in the 
supplying of coffee and bread-and-butter," quoth he, rubbing 



340 



DANESBURT H0U8B. 



his nose. "Serle said, that was a proof which no lunacy 
commissioner would ever get over." 

A general laugh went roimd. "That's the only part I 
deemed to be extravagant," observed Lord Temple, when it 
had subsided. "It did certainly strike me as being so." 

"Singular, not extravagant," returned Arthur. "Or — 
well — ^if you like — let us admit that the coffee point is ex- 
travagant — ^but there are two meanings to the word, you 
know. And, if you like, I will allow that my binding down 
the men from month to month, was also somewhat unusual; 
but what else is there to complain of?" 

" Why — it*8 a completely Utopian scheme altogether, you 
know, Danesbury. There's so much of the ideal in it." 

" The ideal! " repeated Arthur ; "you must mean the real. 
Many and many a British master, employing numbers, has 
opened a place for his men in an evening, where they find 
lights, fires, and appropriate literature to while away the 
leisure hours. My father opened a reading-room; but it 
did not take. In what does my plan differ? save that I 
take a personal interest in it, and give them coffee and 
bread-and-butter ? " 

"Ah !" said Mr. St. George, shaking his head, " I fear it 
is that coffee that has done it." 

"In two senses of the word," retiuned the magistrate, 
laughing. "Done the men out of their evening beer, and 
done Mr. Danesbury out of his reputation as a sane man." 

" My poor operatives were going headlong on the down- 
ward road, as all must do, who drink beyond their means," 
interposed the quiet voice of Arthur, " and I felt that I was 
in a measure answerable for them. Visionary again, you 
will say ; but I am naturally of a thoughtful nature, pos- 
sessing, I believe, a large share of the bump that phrenolo- 
gists call conscientiousness ; and past events in my^ family 
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liave tended to make me reflect deeply, more so than many 
do. I, gifted with a full portion of intellect, of intelligence, 
of means, was placed in authority over this body of Mnthink- 
ing men: I paid them fair wages for the work they did for 
me, and I often gave them good counsel; but the conviction 
arose, and pressed itself forcibly upon me, that our relations 
ought not to end there; that I ought to endeavour to help 
them out of their darkness. I determined to try some 

scheme: I formed my resolution " Here his voice 

faltered in hesitation, but he rallied from it, and proceeded 
in a low, impressive tone — " as I stood over the tomb that 
contains my father, my mother, my brothers, and my father's 
second wife; all of these, had strong drink, either through 
their own failing for it, or the failing of others, contributed 
to hasten to the grave. I was standing there without pre- 
meditation. I had been walking through Eastborough, a 
night walk, and had seen the men flocking into the public- 
houses, and there I made my resolve — ^to try — ^whether I 
should succeed or fail. A faint notion of the scheme, I af ter'- 
wards carried out, dawned then upon me. The difficulty 
was, how could I draw them from the public-houses? what 
possible inducement could I offer in their stead? What 
should you have done?" 

"I!" cried Mr. St. George. " Don't ask me. The ter- 
rors of the law, a five shillings fine, and the treadmill, are 
the only persuasions I understand." 

Another smile went round; it would have been a laugh, 
but for Mr. Danesbury's solemn earnestness. 

"I pondered over it long," he resumed. "I thought — * If 
I am to wile away these men from one indulgence, I must 
substitute another, and I must see if I cannot bring them to 
like the substitute as well, in time, a& the lost indulgence.' 
It is all very well to put a reflective man upon his own good 
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sense; to impress upon him that, to be temperate, is a duty 
he may not transgress, unless he would offend God, and in- 
jure himself: my poor operatives had not attained to reflec- 
Mon, and I knew it would be of no use going to work in that 
way. Therefore, I hit upon the coffee-scheme, and the 
binding down the men to it for a certain period. I could 
not think of anything better; and I honestly confess that, 
were it now to fail, I do not know that I could devise any 
better plan. It was an uncertain venture, but it was worth 
the risk." 

"It win not fail now, Mr. Danesbury," said Squire 
Hanson. 

"I don't fancy it will, squire," observed Mr. St. George. 
"The binding down the men to attend; that binding down 
accomplished the business. But this will be a pretty cost 
out of your pocket yearly," he added to Arthur. 

"Not very much. Little, indeed, in oompanscm with the 
welfare of so many souls. Ought I to begrudge it to them, 
from my ample means? " 

"Mrs. Banesbury may be les& generously inclined; and 
may let you know that she is, in sundry curtain lectures." 

"Mrs. Danesbury married me with her eyes open, and my 
plans with me," returned Arthur, nodding to his wife with a 
merry smile. "I expect she will be wanting her share of 
cost also, when she begins upon the wives, and the schools 
for the children." 

"Your treasure will never wdgh down your banker^s 
chests, if you go on at many of these 'costs,'" said Mr. St. 
Greorge. 

"There is such a thing as another sort of treasure to be 
accumulated," answered Arthur, gently: "a Treasure that 
will stand us in good stead, when that, which we lodge at 
bankers' houses, shall take to itself wings and flee away.*^ 
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"Well," concluded Mr. St. George, breaking a pause of 
silence, "I shall convey word back to Serle that you are 
neither insane nor a visionary: but a man who has had the 
wisdom to look his responsibilities in the face, and the courage 
to act upon them. And all I can say is, I hope your much- 
cared-for men will reap permanent benefit ; and you, a rich 
reward." 

"And when you hear my scheme laughed at for its extra- 
vagance, by those who, like myself, are placed in authority 
over the ignorant and the improvident, relate to them what 
mine is doing. Tell them that the extravagance consists 
only in the idea, not in the working, and that Arthur Danes- 
bury hopes to see many others such, raised by the masters, 
in his native land." 

When they rose from luncheon. Lord Temple linked his 
arm for a moment within that of WiUiam Danesbury. 

"Let me have a word with you, William," he said. "Is 
it all serene? Isabel declares it is. She says she can read it 
in your face." 

"Quite. For six months I have touched nothing. I be- 
gin to wonder now at my former marvellous infatuation, and 
at the difficulty I experienced in tearing myself from it. I 
can truly say I have conquered." 

"It was difficult at first." 
. "Ay," answered William, with a deep breath, "it verily 
was difficult. But the difficulty is over. You might put 
wine, and beer, and spirits before me now, all poured out in 
glasses, and I should withstand them all. I like water 
now." 

"As I told you you would. What a happy company we 
are to-day!" continued Lord Temple; "thinking, rational 
beings, aware of our responsibility — as St. Greorge remarked 
with regard to Arthur — and striving to act up to it, firm in 



344 



DAKB8BURT HOUSE. 



our self -reliance. God has been very merciful to us: you 
and I, William, have especial cause to say it." 

"I thought the only face, which bore a shade, was that of 
Mrs. St. George." 

"She was contrasting things, here, with her own family, I 
imagine. Her brothers are squandering their father's money, 
and one or two of them drinking wholesale. There goes 
Arthur : I never was so proud of him as I am to-day. Pratt 
is right, in saying that there's hardly such another man on 
the face of the earth." 

Arthur Danesbury had given his arm to his wife, and was 
proceeding to the tent. The guests followed. A hearty 
English dinner of roast beef and plum pudding had been 
disposed of by its occupants; but their drink was water, 
succeeded by a cup of coffee. Tea, with ample accompani- 
ments, was to come in the evening. It was the first meet- 
ing of master and men since the former's return: they rose 
in a body, and their acclamations rent the air. Not one 
around stood as proudly as did Thomas Harding, who was 
at the head of one of the tables; proud, like Lord Temple, of 
Arthur Danesbury, of the master whom he so loved and 
reverenced. Mr. Danesbury held up his hand for silence. 

My men, I am delighted to see you all again," he began, 
in his cheering way. "Have you relished your dinner?" 

To assure him that they had, was needless; and he made 
another motion for silence. 

"I did not order you beer: I expressly desired that it 
should not be given to you. Not that I had any pleasure in 
depriving you to-day of your ordinary dinner drink, or that 
I hoped to force you suddenly to reUnquish it. But I wished 
to afford you one seK-convincing proof, how far more full of 
energy you will be this afternoon, how much lighter and 
pleasanter, you will feel, although I daresay you have, some 
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of you, eaten enough for six," (great laughter) "than you 
do when you drink the beer: in short, how far more capable 
you will find yourselves, whether for work or for enjoyment. 
You shall honestly tell me to-night if it be not so, and we 
will talk further, another time, about the expediency of your 
adopting it for your mid-day meal." 

Symptoms of applause again, but Mr. Danesbury continued. 

"I am truly gratified to hear that, during my month's 
absence, none of you have deserted to the opposition house 
over the way; but that two or three have voluntarily re- 
turned to mine. My men, what motive do you suppose I 
had, in instituting this evening refuge, and in drawing you 
to it?" 

"Our good," responded a voice. 

" Just so. Your good, and that of your wives and families ; 
your good in this world, and your good in the next. Oh my 
friends, I have your welfare very much at heart; believe me, 
it causes me many a sleepless and anxious night. I have a 
duty to perform to you, as you have to me, a duty appointed 
by God; and in the next world, whither you and I are alike 
hastening, how shall we answer to Him, if we have neglected 
it? I want to lead you towards that better world; to show 
you how you may get there. So long as you were sunk in 
your previous bad and careless habits, you were not advancing 
to it. Were you?" 

No. Conscience rose up before them, and they hung 
their heads sorrowfully. 

" But I do think many of you are advancing now. A 
little bit: it cannot come all at once; there must be a 
beginning to all things. One of the greater of the prophets, 
in speaking of men who had erred * through wine and 
strong drink,' says that, to those who would learn know- 
ledge and understand doctrine, precept must be upon pre- 
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cept, line upon line, here a little and there a little. And, 
by perseyeri^ on, step by step, a little and a little, it will 

come to you. I hope; I trust ^ he looked from one 

table to another affectionately — " that the time will come 
when you will all spend your eyenings with me, without one 
exception. I say with me, because I shall often look in 
upon you. Some amongst you," he added, still remember 
my mother. My good women, I speak now to you." 

Yes, many did. They looked up eagerly. 

** And you remember that she was all kindness to you ; 
she would haye been eyer so, had she liyed. But she is 
gone, and others haye gone, and there is now another Mrs. 
Danesbury ; my wife, whom I hold upon my arm. She will 
be to you and your families what my mother was. She is 
anxious to be so, to befriend and help you all; and I know 
that you will welcome her for my sake, until you haye learnt 
to welcome and love her for her own." 

A deeper shout than ever filled the tent, meant for IVIrs. 
Danesbury, and Mary turned her hot face towards her hus- 
band, hoping to hide her raining tears. 

"Courage, my darling," he whispered, fondly glancing 
down upon her. **Be not ashamed of their seeing your 
tears, Mary: tears are passports to hearts, you know." 

And when the murmur had subsided, Mr. Danesbury re- 
sumed to the men. 

"You have been pleased to say that you have hithert 
found me a considerate master: and you shall find me on 
K you do as I wish you, and strive to be good men, dngl 
hearted in the sight of your Maker, I will be more indi 
gent to you than I have yet been. Will you not strive 
be so for your own sakes?" 

**Ay, that they would!" Though some of them c( 
car cely promise it ; for their hearts and eyes were full. 



CONCLUSION. 



847 



" Oh, my dear friends," concluded Arthur Danesbory, 
with solemn earnestness, listen to my counsel, for it is born 
of anxiety for you. By the exercise of a little persevering 
self-denial, you will find great reward. I will do what I can 
to encourage you to exercise it. Your Saviour — ^your all- 
merciful Saviour — ^is looking down upon us; now, as I speak, 
and you listen; he is waiting for you to choose the good, 
and reject the evil; waiting to aid all who ask for his help. 
May you — ^and I — and all of us — ^be so strengthened in our 
labours here, that, when they are over, we may find him 
waiting to receive us hanftfter; waiting to welcome us with 
his own blessed words, * Well done, thou good and faithful 
servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord!'" 

"Amen, Amen!" 
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